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THE RAPID TRANSIT PIE. 
And now Mr. Vanderbilt wants to have a few fingers in 
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DEPARTURE OF MR. CHARLES A. DANA 
FOR EUROPE. 


HOST of the friends of Mr. Charles A. 

Dana, editor of the Sun, assembled last 

Thursday on board the Cunard steamer 
**Gallia” for the purpose of taking leave of 
this gentleman on his departure for Europe, 
where he contemplates remaining for a few 
months, 

Among the notables present we observed 
Mr. Rutherford B. Hayes, President of the 
United States, General Grant, ex-President of 
the U.S.,* who hurriedly returned from Asia 
with the object of ‘‘assisting’”’ on the auspicious 
occasion, Mr. William A. Wheeler, Vice Presi- 
dent of the U. S., Mr. Justice Joseph Bradley, 
Mr. Whitelaw Reid, editor of the Z7idune, Mr. 
George Washington Childs, the eminent obit- 
uary poet, Mr. Deacon Richard Smith, Mr. 
Secretary Evarts, Mr. Secretary Sherman, Mr. 
ex-Secretary Secor Robeson, Mayor Cooper, 
Captain Alexander Williams of the 29th pre- 
cinct, Mr. Congressman De Golyer Garfield, 
Mr. Purio Welsh, U. S, Minister at the Court 
of St. James’s, Mr. Clerical Error Stoughton, 
Mr. John I, Davenport, Rev. Henry Ward 
Beecher, Collector Merritt and many others. 

The proceedings were characterized by great 
unanimity and excellent feeling, and one of the 
most pleasing features of the event was the 
number of chaste floral offerings which graced 
Mr. Dana’s handsome and commodious state- 
room. There was a superb design in jacque- 
minot and tea-roses presented by Mr. Hayes. 
In letters formed of violets was inscribed: 
“To C. A. D. from his sincere though fraudu- 
lent friend R. B. H.” Mr. Joseph Bradley’s 
basket of roses and jessamine was also much 
admired, the originality of the motto calling 
forth loud expressions of approval. It ran thus: 
‘“* Toujours fidéle, 8 to 7.” An elegant obituary 
in six-inch letters, on a three-sheet poster, spe- 
cially written for Mr. Dana, in the event of 
accidents, likewise called forth many expres- 
sions of approval. 

By special permission of the Captain of the 
steamer a basket of Piper Heidsieck cham- 





A SUMMER FANCY, 


MBLEM of Summer! as your zephyr bland 
Cools my flushed brow, I see before me pass 
Signs of the Season: see the affrighted glass 
Perspire to note how its contents stand: 
See the hot sportsman wading through the sand: 
See servants left by the luxurious class 
To revel in deserted houses; see mass- 
Meetings of ’Squitoes on the Jersey strand: 
See love pass from the cherry-cobbler stage 
And tender whisperings ’neath the sunshade’s gloom; 
To that sweet time when the wife wields the fan: 
See other things as per our centre page, 
Epitomizing Summer’s balm and bloom; 
But if I can see all this, you also can. 
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pagne was opened; and Mr. PREsIDENT Rv- 
THERFORD B, Hayes was unanimously called to 
the chair. He stated that he had so long been 
accustomed to veto things that his first impulse 
was to veto the toast which he was about to 
propose. [Laughter.] But he wouldn’t do that. 
He felt that Mr. Dana, the present editor of the 
Sun, had his (Mr. Hayes’s) interest at heart. 
He quite agreed with all that had appeared in 
the columns of that newspaper with regard to 
himself. At first he didn’t understand it, but 
now he thought he did. He liked being called 
a fraud and His Fraudulency. George Washing- 
ton was first in some things, and why shouldn’t 
he (Mr. Hayes) be first in something in American 
history. Hethanked his beloved friend Mr. Dana 
for recognizing this, and would therefore call 
upon all present to drink in bumpers a pleasant 
voyage and a safe return to their staunch friend 
and common benefactor, Charles A. Dana. 

Mr. WHITELAW REID flattered himself that 
what he didn’t know about journalism wasn’t 
worth knowing. He admired the Sun, espe- 
cially Mr. Dana. It is true it had called him 
names, but he didn’t mind that at all. Perhaps 
he deserved them. He hoped that Mr. Dana 
would like Europe so much that he would have 
no desire to return. But if he did come back, 
and the Sun didn’t want him, he was author- 
ized by Mr. Jay Gould to say that there would 
always be an editorial desk in the 7ribune of- 
fice at Mr. Dana’s disposal. 

Mr. GEORGE WASHINGTON CHILDs cordially 
supported the toast. They must not forget, 
however, that in the midst of life the gentle- 
man known as Death often had something to 
say. He had therefore prepared an obituary 
notice, to be used only in the event of Mr. 
Dana finding a watery or a fiery grave. He 
would read it if there was no objection. [Cries 
of No! no!] Very well, then, it should be 
published in the next issue of the Ledger, as it 
was about the best thing he’d done. 

The toast was drunk amidst loud and con- 
tinued cheering, and Mr. Dana, after briefly 
returning thanks, allowed himself to be cordially 


shaken by the hand by each of his friends. | 
Some of the leave-taking was of a most touch- | 
ing and affectionate character, especially in | 
the cases of Mr. Justice Bradley and Mr. ex- | 


Secretary Robeson, who tenderly saluted Mr. 
Dana on both cheeks and vainly endeavored 
to conceal their deep emotion. Amidst stifled 
sobs and waving of handkerchiefs the ‘‘Gallia” 
moved from the dock, but many lingered there 
until the noble vessel had entirely disappeared 
from view. 








ConunpDRUM.— Why does Queen Victoria 
never drink lager? 
Because it’s the reverse of regal. 








| Puckerings. | 


ANCIENT ruins are the dogs’-ears on the pages 
of history. 


A SPECULATOR in oil-wells may be said to be 
in the h »le-sale business. 


CHARLEY DE FLuKEy has discovered why 
gospel tents attract so many sinners. They mis- 
take them for circuses. 


Mrs. JENNIE R. SMITH, having been baptized, 
declares she’ll never commit another murder as 
long as she lives; and we believe her. 


A Memnpuis physician advocates the theory 
that perspiration will cure almost every disease 
by expelling it through the pores. Paste this 
in your hat instead of a cabbage-leaf, and be 
comforied. 


‘Time makes all things even ’—excepting 
only a stubborn moustache we know of, which 
is bushy at one point and bald-headed at an- 
other, and grows every day more and more like 
a worn-out tooth-brush, 


‘Kitty, who, having seen our portrait, has 
evidently mistaken us for Cupid, writes to 
know “‘ how to open a love-letter.’’ Why, same 
as any other, birdie, hold it up to the light, 
and tear open the most transparent end. 


WHEN a girl who feels that she is perfectly 
well-dressed passes another who is similarly 
elated, each turns her head, not to look at 
number 2’s clothes, but to see whether said 
other one is not casting an envious glance 
on her. 


It is to be desired that the race of fools shall 
become extinct as soon as possible, and we 
trust that none of the women who have visited 
Chastine Cox and presented him with bouquets 
are married, and that none of them ever 
will be. 


One of the purse-proud snobs who affect 
four-in-hand coaches, indulged in a very differ- 
ent style of turn-out the other day. He owns 
a row of tenements on Avenue D., and ejected 
a poor family because they could not scrape to- 
gether their rent on the first day of the month. 
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| FITZNOODLE IN AMERICA. 


No. XCIV. 
MANHATTAN BEACH. 


Ya-as, I have fwe- 
quently weferwed to 
the necessity of seek- 
ing aw west and we- 
cweation d urwing 
this torwid weathah 
by withdwawing 
fwom the metwopo- 
lis, and enjoying the 
sea-bweezes, or 
mountain - bweezes, 














. or othah descwiption of fwesh air. 


Aw, ye know, I had weally half made up my 
mind to twavel in the dirwection of Sarwatoga 
or some such wesort, but Jack and I wesolved 
to defer our departure faw a short perwiod, in 
ordah to inspect a waterwing-place called Man- 
hattan Beach, on a Coney Island. 

This aw Coney Island had a verwy narwow 
escape of not being an Island at all, as only an 
extwemely narwow stweam, or wathah stwip of 
watah, separwates it fwom Long’s Island, which 
is a place with which aw the village of Bwook- 
lyn has something to do. 

Coney Island is pwincipally constwucted of 
sand, and is in verwy close pwoximity to the 
sea and ne-ah the entwance to the Harbor of 
New York. 

The fellaws say that the place has only we- 
cently got into notorwiety,and has gwown twe- 
mendously. I take this for gwanted, although 
I haven’t investigated the twuth of the wumor. 

I quite appwove of the salubwious situation 
of this segwegation of sand weclaimed fwom 
the sea, and the artistic wooden barwacks 
which are erwected therewon, distwibuted in 
differwent parts of the terwa firma. They do 
verwy well faw hotels, although I scarcely im- 
agine that the pwojectahs could have intended 
them faw such a purpose, othahwise they would 
have instwucted the contwactors to constwuct 
these aw buildings of bwick or of a stwongah 
materwial than wood. But I suppose they will 
do faw temporwary arwangements, and consid- 
erwing they are of timbah, they are wespecta- 
bly comfortable on the whole. 

Jack and I and a fellaw named Arwistarchi 
Bey, who wepwesents the aw—I think the 
Turkish Empire, with some men who are al- 
ways hanging wound him—met them all at the 
club, ye know—wesolved to go and dine at 
Manhattan Beach to inspect the place gener- 
wally. 

Aw ’pon my soul, it isn’t weally half bad, 
this wesort. We had a verwy fai-ah dinnah 
and quite dwinkable wine. 

Ya-as, the whole party got along verwy well 
togethah. Arwistarchi Bey is pwetty good 
form, and speaks verwy tolerwable Fwench faw 
a Gweek or Turk. AwI don’t know to which 
countwy he belongs. ° 

Aftah smoking some cigarwettes, we stwolled 

about the verwandahs. There were many othah 
people at dinnah, but I wegwet to say that we 
attwacted a gweat deal of attention. I awdon’t 
like to be stared at, but am not surpwised that 
people do it—aw it’s perfectly naturwal. 
_ There was a militia or militarwy band play- 
ing, and a fellaw named Levy, who has the we- 
putation of having acquired gweat pwoficiency 
on the cornet. I listened to his twying per- 
formances with considerwable satisfaction. 

We then twaveled along the sea-shore and 
Observed the gwass-plots, which one of these 
fine days, I pwesume, will weach a weasona- 
ble degwee of luxurwiance. 

Aw I forgot to wemark that the place where 
the instwumental music is wesembles half an 
oystah-shell, with the inside of a differwent 
colah to the orwiginal article. Queer aw. 
Couldn’t help wegarding the peculiarwities 





of the Amerwican bathing system—but I shall 
speak of this hereawftah, aw not on the pwe- 
sent occasion. 

The gweatest baw is the awfully, widiculously, 
pwematurely early hour everwything closes, 
The twains all weturn to the metwopolis befaw 
aw eleven o’clock. The musicians pack up 
their instwuments; everwybody wushes home, 
and at a verwy short perwiod aftahwards all is 
dark and dwearwy. 

Don’t see why twains ‘can’t wun all night 
durwing the summah months between Coney 
Island and New York, and the wevelwy, in the 
shape of music, et czterwa, be kept up until 
two or thrwee in the morning, so that a fellow 
could wun down fwom town to a late suppah, 
enjoy the amusements, and weturn when he 
had wested aw. 








RECEIVERSHIP ABUSES. 


e these latter days one can hardly ever 
pick up a morning paper without reading 
of the bursting of some bubble insurance 
company or savings bank; and the consequent 
ventilation of its insolvent affairs before a judge, 
who thereupon appoints a “‘receiver.”” Happy 
designation! He is a receiver, indeed; but 
what strikes Puck as being a little disjointed 
in the matter, is that the receiver never seems 
to be a disburser; or, if ever, a disburser only 
of the smallest, mildest and most limited sort— 
so far as the people whose money he receives 
are concerned. 

To be sure, he disburses liberally to his bro- 
thers, his cousins and his uncs., who become 
commissioners and referees and appraisers and 
experts and detectives, and anything else for 
which fat fees are paid. But as a disburser of 
the money saved from the wreck, he is a monu- 
mental failure, whenever the people whose in- 
terests he is supposed to serve come in for their 
share. His account of his stewardship shows 
the expenses of settlement to be about 75 per 
cent. to 25 per cent. left for distribution among 
‘*the oi polloi” ; and as everybody knows that the 
most insignificant factor in a Republic is the 
people, and the most important is the indivi- 
dual who has cheek enough to ride over them, 
so the people grumble a bit, write a few letters 
to the papers over the signature of-a “ Dis- 
gusted Depositor” and the like—and then in- 
vest their savings in the next bubble. 

Against all of which Puck protests. 

He protests against the legal iniquity of the 
receiver, and the worse than weakness of the 
public whose substance is thus devoured. Com- 
panies may come, and companies may go, but 
receiverships go on forever; so let us hedge in 
the noble receiver with a few restrictions that 
some reasonable portion of their money may 
come back to the original investors after the 
president and directors have had their whack 
at it. 

For instance, we would pay the receiver 
$2,000 for his first month’s service; $500 for 
the second month; and if he remained on duty 
a third month, we would deduct $2,500 from 
his fees. For all fancy work done by his order 
by “experts,” ‘‘commissioners,” “detectives,” 
and the like, he should be made to pay 50 per 
centum of the cost. A committee of stock- 
holders, policy-holders or depositors should see 
that he goes to work daily at nine in the morn- 
ing and works till five, instead of clamming at 
Coney Island or sipping fashionable salts at 
Saratoga. They should also examine his fin- 
gers to see if any funds accidentally stick 
thereto. 

These are hints merely thrown out at short 
notice; but it is good seed cast upon good 
ground for is it not cast to the readers of 
Puck ?—and doubtless in good time it will 
bring forth fruits. 








ONWARD IS THE COURSE OF VANDERBILT. 


HE late Cornelius Vanderbilt, Commodore 
of railways, was the founder of a family: 
and that family seems willing to founder 

any rival enterprise which would take some of 
the dollars of the people—which everybody 
knows belong to the famille Vanderbilt. 

‘When the city of New York gave the old 
railroad Commodore a valuable franchise and 
some three millions of money, the city of New 
York fondly supposed it had taken a big stride 
toward rapid transit. 

But the only rapid transit the city saw under 
the Vanderbilt system was when the old Com- 
modore of fast trotters made tracks “ over the 
road” behind a team which he didn’t allow to 
trample half the life out of foot-passengers—as 
his successor does. 

Well, one day, when “ physicians was in 
vain,” the Commodore died of a Conglomera- 
tion. After carefully reading all the medical 
testimony in the case, we feel we are safe in 
saying he died of a Conglomeration; and then 
his son, whom we believe he used to call ‘Silly 
Billy” or “that damfool Bill” came into power. 

As the old defunct Commodore wouldn't 
give the people rapid transit, so the successor 
of his fortune refused to do it—there was no 
money in it, he thought. And he occupied his 
time in building grain elevators, and stock 
yards, and organizing steamship lines, all for 
the greater honor and glory of the house of 
Vanderbilt: and the people of the city of- New 
York might crawl up and down-town in horse 
cars as they pleased. There was no money in 
rapid transit for the Vanderbilt. 

Then suddenly arose iron structures on the 
East side and on the West side; and the people 
tumbled thereto; and into the cars propelled 
thereon; and the owners of these structures 
were employed during all their waking hours in 
carrying home the profits of their enterprize. 
Whereat Vanderbilt waxed wrath; and. not 
being, when at peace, a pretty man to look 
upon, in his anger his eyes grew even larger, 
and he was decidedly disagreeable. 

And then he had a happy thought. 

He booked it. 

He went to Europe. 

But he left money behind him. 

For is there not a Board of Aldermen ? 

And when he came back he had himself 
interviewed, and he offered to give New York 
rapid transit-(which it already had) if the 
people demanded it from him (which they 
didn’t). He was even willing to destroy some 
ten millions of dollars’ worth of private property ; 
ruin the choicest portion of the city; put his foot 
on and crush down art, education and religion 
to build a road which would enrich the famille 
Vanderbilt; for he saw there was money in 
rapid transit, and he wanted it. 

West-siders and East-siders have all the facili- 
ties they can ask for in quick communication 
between their business and their homes. If the 
Vanderbilt road is permitted to be built it will 
be not in the interests of the people, but in the 
interests of—Vanderbilt. 








“‘ CHARLEY,” said Mrs, De Flukey the other 
night, when the dessert was on the table, 
handing her eldest-born a neatly garnished 
dish of calamus root, “‘there’s something I 
got just for you, and lots of trouble I had to 
find it, too; but 1 thought I’d give you a treat, 
seeing as how it’s your birthday to-day, and I 
know you must be awful fond of the stuff, as I 
smell it on your breath every night.” Inthe | 
home circle Charley passes for a blue-ribboner, 
so he was compelled to swallow several pieces 
of the nasty stuff and feign ecstasy, whiie the 
old gentleman coughed behind his paper, and 
was reminded of his younger days. 





























THE LOVER’S TALE, 


A BUZZ, 
By ALFRED TENNYSON, Port LauREATE. 


[Rhymist in ordinary to H, M.the Queen of England. All orders executed with neat- 
ness and dispatch. Post Mortem and Epithalamial verses a specialty.| 


Permit me, friend, I prithee, 
To pass me ’and into my rearward pocket, 
And take an unobtrusive nip and muse 
. Upon me native vale—the semicircle 
Of dark-blue waters and the narrow fringe 
Of bathing houses— perforate with holes, 
Whereto, in thoughtless childhood I was wont 
To apply the indiscreet and curious optic— 
And the blue bay upon whose fluctuant breast 
My love and I were wont to paddle at night, 
Watching the little twe-twe-twinkling stars, 
And caroming on the moon— 
Who says I’m drunk? 
’Twas the salmon. He that saith it hath o’erstept 
The slippery footing of his narrow wit. 
But to resume. 


My venerated father 
Kicked with too hasty foot the mortal bucket 
Ten miserable little whirling years 
Before his optics could upon my face 
Rest with paternal pride. And thus it happ’d, 
(My grandsire having, in his jovial age, 
Married again—this time a M’Ilhany,) 
That I and my Camilla were as twins, 
And I the oldest twin. 


I trust I make myself 
Completely understood. Well, we two babes 
Were handed over to one common wet-nurse, 
(She made reduced rates for the pair of us.) 
We hung together nobly. She and I 
Stole jam from the same jam-pot—pulled the same 
Tail of the self-same kitten—simultaneously 
Caught the same lathering from a single shingle, 
And in one woodshed. 


Ah! ye would but laugh 
Were I to tell you how I treasure up, 
Deep in the garner of remembered things, 
The very lisping words we used in play— 
The eena meena mona mike, for instance. 


It was a day when the senescent spring, 

Bereft of all the glory of sun and flower 

That quite o’ertopt her reign, made room for Summer, 
Even as Tommy for his Aunty. 


Forth 
We wandered, passing careless by the door 
Of the ice-cream saloon, nor anyway 
Allured by the confectioner’s, and up 
The hillside did we pass, and sat us down 
Close to the burning blue of utmost heaven. 
“Tis a fine day,” I said, and wept. But she: 
‘Ts it hot enough for you?” and smiled and waved 
Her dimpled jaw—a pretty, bright conceit— 
A way she had—oh, heavens! but I was spoons! 
And there, upon the height, she told it me: 
Told me she was engaged to Lionel Briggs. 


Then had the earth beneath me yawning cloven— 
Vomited the mastodon and the fossil clam— 

And eructated prehistoricalities— 

And stood upon its head, or danced a jig— 

Or tied a myriad thunders in a handkerchief 

And spilt them out upon the sickened cosmos— 
Or made a sandwich of the day and night, 

With Death and Hell for the interposéd ham— 
Or burst creation—under the circumstances 

I would have thought it quite the Correct Ki-bosh. 


And why should she then not love Lionel Briggs? 
He was as good a man as I was, any day, 

And (for I long had fooled around inactive,) 

His cheek and promptitude had won her heart. 
That was all right—for Lionel. What I kick at 
Was that he should, right in that supreme hour, 
Come trojing calmly down upon us, looking 

For all the world like this. [See cut.] 
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Did I love her? 
Lord! what have I been talking for these two hours, 
If you don’t know I loved her? 


Ha! I’ve got ’em! 
Got ’em again! I smell a sound of bells, 
I taste a funeral, and I cerebrate 
Coffins, a carillon, and two pink zebras. 
[Rushes out.] 


[Another speaks. ] 
He skips the point—he leaves the point to me. 
Poor Julian—he has told you of the bells 
And the menagerie. Now to hard pan: 
The bells he heard, rung by the twining hands 
Of fancy and of alcohol, he heard 
Finally as a solid square reality. 
The maiden of his heart was wed to Briggs, 
Lived through a brief but saccharine honeymoon— 
Then died—perchance she was too sweet to live— 
And had her funeral and was duly planted. 
And Julian took on hugely—yet affliction 
With him took not the form of Paris green. 
Nor did it dull his conversational powers. - 
But, lest you take me for that kind of man, 
I will haste on. He got a crazy kink, 
To see the young person in the sepulchre. 
He went, and firéd off his mouth. The man 
With the iron jaw we used in sport to call him. 
And seven solid columns of Harper's Weekly 
He poured into her ear, and talked her back 
To life. A miracle, you say. Well, I 
Don’t much believe it; but it’s what Jule gave me. 
And then he sent for Lionel from Paris, 











And gave a jamboree, and reunited 
Husband and wife—and babe. So ends the story. 
And, gentlemen, if it strikes your taste as gauzy, 
Remember, times are hard, and Poetry, 
Viewed as a paying busines: is well nigh 
Played out. 

Another round, and charge to Julian. 
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CHURCH-GOING. 


IS seven years ago this night 
Since I a church attended; 
Of piety I have made light, 
And wicked ways not mended. 





’ 


The church I went to was afire; 
Large was the congregation; 

Each godless sinner did aspire 
To see the conflagration. 


But I, and I alone, did go 
Out of purest devotion, 

Tho’ friends oft bluntly said, ‘* Not so; 
Yours was a different notion.’’ 


And some there are who e’en to-day 
Repeat this explanation: 
** You went,” they’ll whisper, ‘‘ not to pray, 
But for the conflagration.” 
CuRRAN EVANS. 








A SUMMER PILGRIMAGE. 





NowHe_rgE, N. Y., July 7th, 1879. 
Dear Puck: 

I have reached the above mentioned summer- 
resort, and I hasten to advise you of that fact, 
for fear that you may imagine that I am some- 
where—else. Part of my journey to this place 
was pleasant enough, but the rest—well, my 
language fails me. At the Nowhere Junction 
we were bundled into a car, old enough to 
have been used by Noah in his journey from 
the top to the bottom of Mt. Ararat. From a 
palace-car to such a conveyance was a long 
step, but the railroad people made us step out. 
I have a holy horror of cinders, and so, though 
it was a very warm day, I carefully closed my 
window. 

Two gentlemen, who sat in front of me, kept 
their window open; but I leaned well back in 
my seat and therefore had little fear of cinders 
from that direction. We went through a dark 
and gloomy tunnel, and we had just emerged 
therefrom when one of the gentlemen in front 
of me spoke. 

“Whenever I go through a tunnel,” said he, 
“Tam reminded of a legend I heard in Spain.” 

I am aware that politeness requires one to 
refrain from listening to conversation not in- 
tended for one’s ears, but all the rules of polite- 
ness ever made could not hold me back when 
alegend is to be narrated. I leaned forward 
and listened eagerly. 

“There was a tunnel made,” continued he, 
“through the rocks about twenty miles from 
Madrid many centuries ago. Among the peas- 
ants it was believed that, if a person went 
through that tunnel alone the devil would seize 
him and carry him off, but that two or more 
traveling together would be safe. It happened 
then that no peasant would go alone through 
the tunnel. One day a peasant named Manuel 
started with his wife Christine to walk through 
the tunnel. It must be admitted that the pair 
did not live very happily together. She was a 
buxom young woman, and he was an old, 
somewhat decrepit man. On their way through 
the tunnel they quarreled, as was usual with 
them. Still they journeyed on side by side 
until they had nearly reached the end of the 
tunnel, Then he said something which so ex- 
asperated the woman that she sprang from his 
side, exclaiming that she would not walk with 

m. In a moment she strode out of the tun- 
nel, and, as he could not keep up with her, she 
left hin behind; and then the devil swooped 
down and seized his prey.” 

“Which,” asked his listening friend, “the man 
or the woman ?” 

“The man, of course,” answered the nar- 








DETERMINATION AND ACCOMPLISHMENT. 
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rator. ‘‘ Doesn’t the devil always take the 
hindmost ?” 

I had leaned forward so far in my eagerness 
to hear the story that a cinder came through 
my neighbor’s window and planted itself in 
my eye. I might as well have kept my own 
window open.» While I carried around that 
cinder I traveled more like a trunk than like a 
human being, except that at the stopping 
places I was smashed by the bar-men instead of 
the baggage-men. 

Luckily when I left the car I left the cinder 
in it. How it crawled out of my eye I don’t 
know, but when I entered the stage, which ran 
between Nowhere Station and the hotel, I felt 
like a new man. Besides myself there were 
only two passengers in the stage. One was a 
young man with auburn tresses of a very pro- 
nounced hue, and the other was an ancient 
dame, his mother. The old lady was stout—I 
may venture to say, uncommonly stout—and 
the expression of her face, as the stage, jolting 
over ruts, bounced her towards the roof and 
then jammed her on the seat, was what an 
Irishman would have called ‘‘heart-rendering.” 
You can enjoy the miseries of your fellow- 
creatures for a lengthened period of time, but 
all pleasures finally grow monotonous. The 
road ran through woods, and the day was very 
warm. Is it to be wondered at, then, that I 
closed my eyes, and made an effort to form the 
acquaintance of “tired nature’ssweet restorer’’? 

Evidently the young man thought I had 
fallen asleep, for presently I heard him say: 

“* Now look here, old lady, we’re going to a 
bang-up place, where there’s lots of style, and 
if I catch you swallowing your knife at dinner, 
I’ll jam it down your throat.” 

‘“‘ But we do so to home, Sammy,” expostu- 
lated she. 

“‘ Well, we ain’t at home, and here a fellow’s 
got to put on style, if he wants to cut a figure: 
and don’t you go to eating with your knife.” 

‘¢ But ’taters, Sammy, smashed ’taters,” urged 
she. . 

** Don’t you do it, that’s all.” 

“‘ Well, I won’t, Sammy; I won’t, Sammy.” 

“‘ And don’t call me Sammy,” he added im- 
patiently. ‘‘ What have I a name for ?” 

“I won’t, Sammy—I mean Samuel,’’ re- 
sponded the old lady, quite frightened. 

Presently we approached the hotel, and I— 
awoke. When we had disembarked, the* old 
lady looked in every direction. Evidently she 
had lost something. 

“« Where’s my umbereller ?” she cried, in her 
loudest tones. 

“ Umbrella, ma,” whispered Samuel. 





*¢ All right, Sammy—Samuel,” said she. 

Then she turned to the driver and in stento- 
rian tones cried out: 

“* Now look here, Mister Driver, where’s that 
umbereller ?” 

The driver handed her the “ umbereller,” 
and son and mother entered the hotel, where, 
I’m afraid, the old lady fell from grace in the 
matter of eating with her knife, whenever her 
son’s eyes were not fixed upon her. 

The hotel at which I am “ located ” is called 
the Nowhere Sanitarium. It advertised in the 
Daily Trombone that at Nowhere could be 
found boating, bathing, fishing, driving, row- 
ing, etc., etc., and no mosquitoes, no malaria, 
no hay-fever, no tramps, etc., etc. If there is 
anything in which I religiously believe, it is in 
an advertisement of a summer resort. Doubt- 
less our hotel has all those positive and nega- 
tive virtues. As they say in Limerick, nous 
verrons. Yours ruralistically, 

ARTHUR Lor. 


TO AN “ELEVATOR.” 
OR, THE “STAR” IN THE ASCENDENT. 


Pretty, pretty little “Star,” 

Oh! I wonder who you are 

That I see before me fly 

To your room—(four stories high!) 
Would I were that elevator! 

No; on second thoughts I'd be 
Sooner far a chance spectator, 
Otherwise you'd “‘sit on me.” 


Metropolitan Hotel, sal eee 
July 8th, 1879. EDAX RERUM., 











wordly allurements of fleshly haunts like Coney 
Island decoy you from the elevating recreations 
of the spirit. 
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THE. ASTOR LIBRARY, 


NEw York, July 5, 1879. 
To the Editor of Puck— Sir: 

Some new features, it is said, are likely to be 
introduced at this valuable institution. One of 
these is a fine selection of hot-house plants, in- 
cluding the 

Aspidistra lucida, 

Alocasia metallica, 

Begonias, in variety, 

Crotons, do. 

Dracenas, do. 

Ophiopogen jaburan, 

Pandanus gramnifolius; &c., &c. 

The building is admirably adopted for horti- 
cultural purposes, its peculiar concavo-convex 
glass roof, together with some dozen large- 
sized windows in front and rear, admitting an 
abundance of sunlight. The ordinary tempe- 
rature is, of course, correspondingly high, leav- 
ing no room for doubt that the most sensitive 
exotics may be successfully cultivated in these 
exceptionally well lighted rooms. The young 
botanist will thus have close at hand a rare 


facility for the pursuit of his favorite study; 


and the variety of color and refreshing perfume 
will prove a pleasing relief to the tired senses 
of the more laborious reader. 

Another feature is the demonstration of Dr, 
Deleme in regard to the remedial and curative 
effects of light. Several interesting experi- 
ments are proposed by him in these rooms, 
which he is satisfied could not have been more 
suitably constructed. He holds with the archi- 
tect of the building that all opaque roofs, hats, 
bonnets, sun-shades and parasols are eminently 
absurd, that but for these the healthy would 
remain healthy, the invalid could not die, and 
the very dead might frequently come back to 
life if treated by his method. His process is 
necessarily slow, but his test of success is quite 
sensible, namely, that at high noon the patient 
shall involuntarily throw a shadow from five to 
six feet in length on these many shadowed 
floors. During these experiments a detach- 
ment of ‘“‘the finest police” will be in atten- 
dance to prevent any escape of the living sub- 
jects into the shady alcoves, which have always 
been reserved for the careful protection of the 
books, and the managers and their obliging 
assistants. A few of these spaces are now un- 
occupied and will be let to spectators at rea- 
sonable prices. In them no case of sun-stroke 
can possibly occur, and spectators need enter- 
tain no fears for their personal safety. 

The possibilities of rooms constructed on 
this plan are simply wonderful, and an invi- 
tation has been extended to Messrs. Babbitt 
and Landry to send in a quantity of their white 
fabrics and test the extraordinary bleaching 
properties of the building. One has only to 
attentively observe the immaculate busts of the 
founders, to be convinced that they become 
whiter and more intellectual every day. And 
ladies, whose complexions may have suffered 
from exposures of the air and wind of the 
Beach, can have all trace of tan removed ina 
very few hours while pleasantly engaged on 
some new and entertaining book. It is only 
necessary to glance at the faces of the daily 
frequenters of the Library to see that it works 
like a charm. : 

Again, one of the leading photographers has 
been so struck with the remarkable adaptation 
of these rooms to the requirements of his art, that 
he has enthusiastically applied for permission to 
introduce a Camera, on condition that interior 
views of the Institution and its visitors be freely 
given gway. And we take this opportunity of 
advising all daily frequenters to ‘‘secure these 
shadows ere the substance fade.” 

Some readers, Mr. Editor, have a preference 
for rooms lighted from the side, and from 
only one side at any one time. Does this result 





merely from habit, and if so, is the habit bad 
or good? Are all architects scientific design- 
ers, and if so, is it the special function of 
science to set all experience at defiance ? 


Yours, 
EGBERT DEADEYE. 
NEw York, July 1, 1879. 








A LETTER FROM A SWEET GIRL. 


ToRONTO, June 27, 1879. 
Dear Mr. Puck: 

I am so really awfully glad that you have 
prevailed upon our government not to allow 
any more of your soldiers to come with ‘‘arms’’ 
to Canada. Now don’t say you didn’t do it, for 
I know better. My brother Henry, who is a 
‘‘Queen’s own man,” and has just arrived from 
Ottawa, assures me it was you, and I for one 
feel deeply grateful. You're just a dear little 
JSellow, there! My feelings as a lady were im- 
measurably shocked at the last visit of your 
troops. Not so much on account of the Regi- 
ment in itself, who were on the whole rather 
distingué and have lately shown a proper regard 
for the social status of their corps by ignomi- 
niously cashiering the vulgar and unpresentable 
of their officers, whose low callings were in 
themselves sufficient grounds to render their 
dismissal expedient; but on account of that 
horrid man Beecher, with all the terrible remi- 
niscences of his Tiltons and Elizabeths, being 
their representative. Yet it is some consolation 
to reflect that he was cu? by our ladies in a most 
unmistakable manner. If such a course had 
‘been taken some years ago by the “sisters” in 
Brooklyn the public would have been relieved 
from all that horrid scandal, or at least the 
gentleman could have made a more convincing 
defence. 

And, then, to think of the 69th of all others 
coming here—why, I hear they are terrible fel- 
lows, and that even the thought of a “red 
coat’? acts upon them as if they were so many 
bulls. Just think if they should come here and 
a quarrel arise between them and our volun- 
teers—why, there might be bloodshed! for our 
militia, just like your own, are fierce to a degree 
—and what terrible consequences might ensue! 
I have never had the pleasure of seeing the 
69th—that is to say, as a regiment. Individual 
members I ave seen on South Street in your 
city and on several of the piers. They at least 
were pointed out to me as members of that war- 
like band. Those I saw were in undress. A sort 
of Dungaree blouse and trousers—most of them 
wore a waist-belt of a subdued maroon color, 
in which, as a rule, a cetton hook was worn— 
a felt hat with short clay pipe by way of plume 
or pom-pom, completed their attire. If indivi- 
dual ferocity be the chief requirement to make 
a ‘good soldier” I should judge from the 
‘‘expression of the eyes” of these gallant fel- 
lows that their regiment would be a great suc- 
cess—especially in the sacking of a conquered 
city. 

Once again I must express my deep gratitude 
to you and believe me, my dear Mr. Puck, 

Ever awfully yours, 
HENRIETTA Karors. 


P.S.—I have not the slightest objection to’ 
your soldiers as individuals, and would be glad | 
to see them as such. By the way, do come up 
this summer yourself, and when you do, Pa and 
myself will always be delighted to see you at 
Stanley Grange, Lombard Street. mu, &. 








ConuNDRUM.—IF an Irishman jumped in the 
water after a key, what potentate would he re- 
mind one of? The Khedive—Requiescat in. 


pace. 





PUCK’S HISTORY OF OIRELAND, } 


(Compiled from the Posthumous Notes of the late 
fessor Dennis McBallywhack of Maynooth.) 


XXVI. 


O’ConNnELL.— THE LIBERATOR. — OrGaniza. Up 


TION OF THE FAYNIANS AND MOLu May. } 


GUIRES,— THEIR METHODS.—PRomisgs or tt 


MORE ANON. 

(NoTE:—The comic notice inserted in the last number 
of Puck regarding myself, was merely a joke pre 
concocted and served up by one of the light-hearted 
members of the editorial staff, who is fond of poking fun 
at me. I can always be found at my Fifth Avenye 
‘Mansion, and it is needless to say I am a tetotaller, 

; D. McB.) 

It was either then, before, since or later that 
there arose in Oireland that wonderful name 
Daniel O’Connell. There are several parties 
of the same name to be found in the NewYork 
City Directory, but they are not the Daniel 
O’Connell to which reference is here made, 
No; he was a “Liberator” and he liberated 
with such thoroughness, neatness and despatch, 
that he had a monopoly of the business; ang 
during his life-time nobody liberated in Cire. 
land but himself. What he liberated has never, 


thus far, been ascertained. Certainly not the |} 


Oirish, for a more miserable, down-trodden 
and chain-laden race of slaves, with a griey. 
ance, than they are according to their own 
statement, never existed. 

But O’Connell was a great Liberator never. 
theless. He always wore a cloak hanging on 
one side of him, and his trousers would have 
made the heart of Nicoll, the Tailor, sick. As 
a fighter he was not a success; Heenan, O’Dono- 
van Rossa, Officer Tully and other patriots far 
surpass him in personal courage and muscular 
activity. But as an organizer, the O’Connell 
was truly great. It was his gigantic intellect, 
assisted by the gigantic intellect of James 
Stephens, C. O. I. R., S. P. Q. R., etc., which 
incepted and brought into being the Faynians, 
the Molly Maguires and other bodies of rale 
Oirish patriots; and although it may be ob 
jected to this statement that these societies 
were not organized until after O’Connell was 
dead, let it be remembered that an Oirish Hero 
lives forever—in the hearts of his countrymen; 
and if Dan. O’Connell chose to go into the or- 
ganizing business after he was dead, it was his 
own affair. I am aloive meself, though I’m 
called the “late” Professor McB. 

Probably never societies were truly Oirish 
and run on more truly Oirish principles were 
ever formed. The Faynian fancy of putting 
torpedoes resembling lumps of coal in the 
bunkers of English steamers to blow everybody 
—the just and the unjust—to smithereens was 
truly Oirish; as was also the notion of poison- 
ing all the wells in England; but for this O’Con- 
nell can claim no credit. Great man as he 
was he never arose to this pitch of infamy. 
The ‘‘ Molly Maguires” organized by that son 
of Erin, Patsey O’Killaman, may be considered 
as a sort of training school for Oirish patriots; 
and their methods are such that numbers only 
are required to enable them to murder the Sa& 
senach foes of Oireland off the face of earth, 


| Seventeen stout Oirish lads can bate an Eng- 


lishman any day of the year. 

But from the way they are hanging the “‘Mok 
lies” in Pennsylvania in these degenerate days, 
Oirish patriotism has a stumbling block put im 
its path, and for the time the British life is safe. 

But of O’Connell—He is gone, he is gone, 
he is gone to high Heaven—but his body lies 
low, for it lies in Glasnevin. 

Verbum sap. 


It is our desire to be consecutive in our nat ~ 
rative of the great events in Oirish history, 90 ~ 


we now proceed to the siege of Drogheda am 
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the building of the railway bridge over the | 
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POLICE PHILOLOGY. 


HE Zictor and the ‘Cop’— 
Identical their function; 
On backs and heads to hop 
Their staves without compunction. 





The Lictor was, no doubt, 
A fellow big and mighty, 

But knocked no vita out 
With rods of gnum vite. 


The laws were then so strict, 
The Zictor never ‘‘dickered,”’ 
And though the doomed he /icked, 
' *Tis nowhere shown he “ liquored.” 


Of the word Zictor should 
You ask us the origo, 

We'd tie up some loose wood 
And say: ‘*It comes from Zig.” 


Of ‘*Cop” then should you seek 
Ths guoniam or quare, 

We’d say: ‘* Most ‘Cops’ are Greek, 
From Kopto—(vapu/are). 


Vet Zictors beat but men 
Who had found condemnation, 
While our fine gentlemen— 


Why—they ‘‘beat” all creation. 
MENIPPUS, 








THE LESSON OF THE BLAIR BUSINESS. 


T appears to be the fashion of late, when- 
ever a human being goes out of this vale 
of tears wafted on the wings of powder 

and cold lead or lured by the beckoning finger 
of the bludgeon, to ask: What is the lesson of 
the Smith—or the Jones, or the Brown, as the 
case may be—tragedy? 

As a general thing, the tragedy carries with 
it no lesson whatever, save that men ought not 
to let their angry passions rise, and that it is 
not right to knotk your neighbor into the 
cocked hat of eternal annihilation—a lesson 
which, if instance and illustration could have 
done it, ought to have been pretty thoroughly 
impressed upon the mind of man by this 
time. 

For instance, the Hull murder case taught 
no lesson more definite than the general idea, 
which may be accepted on the face of it as 
fairly sound and solid in morals, that dandy 
negroes are really not justified in smothering 
respectable elderly ladies. That is to say, it is 
not mice on the part of the negroes—it is not 
wholly in conformity with the highest ideal of 
Ethiopian society. 

But occasionally there comes up a case which 
does point a distinct and decided moral— 
which does shed a new light on human nature, 
or reveal the secret springs of passion in a way 
that may be useful to the world at large. 

Such a case is that of Mr. Blair, of Mont- 
clair. Mr, Blair, the other day, being slightly 
vexed—annoyed—put out, so to speak, by his 
Irish coachman, took the liberty of shooting 
the Hibernian, with much of the nonchalance 
with which he would have fusilladed his last 
year’s hat. 

Now here is obviously a significant and in- 
teresting murder—a murder with some mean- 
ing in it. It is clear that a novel homicide 
of this sort portends something more than the 
ordinary conventional butchery. And what is 
its portent? 

At first sight, it would seem to herald a revo- 
lution in our system of domestic management 
—or rather, management of domestics. It 
looks much like the introduction of a new kind 
of discipline specially applicable to refractory 
Servants, 





Afcer Mr. Blair’s noble example, we might 
very well look for the regular installation of 
the pistol as the household monitor—to hear, 
_every well-regulated family, dialogue like 
this: 

“John, hand me down your father’s revol- 
ver; I’m going to show that cook how to get 
the dinner ready!” 

Or, 

‘William, dear, won’t you please take your 
Smith and Wesson and go and remonstrate 
“— Jane for not bringing up the coal ?” 

Tr, 

“‘Here, James! don’t let me wait for my 
dinner to-day, or you'll go to the Potter’s 
Field, instead of to the hospital, as you did 
last time.” 

Or perhaps one might predicate upon the 
precedent afforded by Mr. Blair a reorganiza- 
tion of the home government on astill different 
basis. It might indicate the use of the duello 
as a method of arbitrament between master 
and man. 

Then might we hear this speech made in some 
sweet suburban villa: 

‘Jane, pistols for the butler and myself, 
and coffee for the survivor at nine o’clock.” 

Unhappily the Blair business does not mean 
anything half so funny as all this. It means 
something so direfully solemn and serious that 
to say it we must take off the mask of humor, 
tune ourself up in the key of Horace Greeley, 
and literally and figuratively fire off our indig- 
nant mouth. 

It means that Mr. Blair represents a large 
and nasty class of Americans who are wholly 
unfit to have servants. 

About Blair, personally, we don’t know any- 
thing further than what the evidence in his 
case shows—that he is much like a million other 
parvenus, bred in the social backwoods—a man 
quite unable to command himself, and there- 
fore unable to command others, 

It is a pretty fair test of a man’s birth and 
breeding to dine with him in a public restau- 
rant. If he bullies the waiters and generally 
revels in an air of lordly authority, it is safe to 
say that he is enjoying a luxury comparatively 
unfamiliar to him. The man who is born to 
command will always be respected, without any 
conscious effect on his part, by the people he 
employs. The man to whom a position of 
authority is something new and abnormal may 
make his subordinates fear him; but that is all. 
A gentleman may stand on his head habitually, 
and his inferiors will not dare to venture upon 
an impertinence; but shoddy, though encased 
in the triple brass of pomposity, can not cheat 
the keen and certain valuation of the servant’s 
eye. 

"* to this particular parvenu, he appears not 
to have had even the saving grace of an af- 
fected dignity. He was simply a low brawler, 
who squabbled with his coachman, much as 
that coachman might have squabbled with an- 
other coachman. 

But stop —perhaps the coachman wouldn’t 
have made such a beast of himself. The 
chances are nine to one that he was a great 
deal more fit to employ Blair than Blair was to 
employ him. 

We are a new country: we have been accus- 
tomed to serving ourselves, and there are a 
good many Blairs among us, The question 
now before the general jury is: should the Blair 
style of man be encouraged? Not that he will 
kill his coachman in every case; but that he 
has thrust himself into a position for which he 
is unfit, and on which he is sure to bring dis- 
credit. 

There is just a bare chance—very small— 
that we may get rid of this Blair through the 
medium of hemp. Hadn’t we better get rid 
of the rest of the Blairs through the medium 
of the cold shoulder ? , 











AMUSEMENTS. 


We were wafted the other day by the 
Brooklyn, Flatbush and Coney Island Rail- 
road to the Brighton Beach Hotel, at Brigh- 
ton Beach. We did what people usually do in 
such cases, We enjoyed our clams, which 
were an overture to a dinner that would not 
have discredited Delmonico. We quaffed the 
still rosy and sparkling topaz wine. We drank 
in the sweet strains of the music from a band 
whose programme was quite the Correct Ki- 
bosh. We sniffed the briny air, watched 
the foaming billows, walked the sands and 
inspected the bathers. Indeed, we do not 
know what we did not do. The same remarks 
apply to the Manhattan Beach Hotel. We 
gazed upon the gay and giddy throng and felt 
supremely happy, and as the shades of evening 
fell upon the scene and a profusion of gas and 
electric lights burst on our senses, we thought that 
we would honor Coney with our presence until 
an hour or two after midnight. But oh!- hor- 
ror, at 10 o’clock the music ceased, the lights 
were extinguished and we wandered o’er the 
deserted sands friendless and alone. The trains 
had all gone, and for the sum of five hundred 
dollars we succeeded in hiring a hackman to 
drive us home and then only narrowly escaped 
arrest for being out so late at night. We 
dreamt that during the summer months that 
trains ran all night to and from Coney, that 
there was delicious music in the air until early 
morn, that the landlords didn’t treat all their 
guests as the old woman in nursery story, who 
resided in a shve, served her offspring: but it was 
all a dream. And when we awoke we asked 
ourselves what was the use of Coney Island at 
all, if one can’t have a post-midnight harmless 
spree, and reach one’s home in New York with 
the milk? 








MUSIC IN THE AIR, 
Adolphus unto Coney Island went, 
On finding, not on spending, cash intent; 
And well he might expect to find some notes 
Where music in the air so freely floats. 


OH, SILVER STREAM, FLOW ON! 
Adjournment brings great happiness to Bayard, 
For sure the Senator must be quite tired: 

That ’twas tough work, by none will be denied, 
To hold so long in check the silvery tide. 








Answers Foy the Aneions. 


HASELTINE.—She does not live in Harlem. 


TAKER, Finance Department.—We know an old man 
—a very, very old man—a man to whom the pyramids 
of Egypt are but as tender lambkins, But that man, far 
back in his earliest childhood, that man—then a thought- 
less boy, walloped another thoughtless boy who told him 
those same old jokes you have sent us. He walloped the 
boy because the jokes were so old. We explain this to 
you, because you scarcely appear to have that keen and 
delicate appreciation of humor which would enable you 
to see the point of our little parable without having the 
said point thrust into you. 

SUBSCRIBERS.— Much obliged to you; but what is the 
use? Though thou bray a fool in a mortar, and grind 
him with a pestle, and fire him to blazes on a torpedo, 
yet will not his foolishness depart from him. You send 
us the advertisements of two up-country farmers who 
decline to board ‘‘ Jews,” and ask us to “go for them.” 
Why? We couldn’t change those two farmers into 
decent, sensible men; and if we could, there would be 
enough of the same sort left to keep us busy from now 
to doomsday. Besides, it’s an even thing. If they don’t 
want the Jews, the Jews don’t want them—that is, such 
Jews as have ever had any experience of ‘‘mountain air, 
pure water, plenty shade, and an experienced cook.” 
Not much they don't. 
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, (Continued.) : 
-UST before starting Captain Macleod, 

of whom more presently, took Mrs. Mac- 
donald aside: 

‘* Who is that. fellow Campbell?” he said. 

* Don’t you know? That’s our new tutor.” 

“Tutor! thought as much.” 

“You need not sneer, Colin; he is an inti- 


mate friend of Kenneth’s and most certainly a 


gentleman.” , 

“ Hm—I don’t know as to that; at any rate 
I should advise you strongly not to let him be 
It’s positively shame- 
ful how they have gone on to-day.” . 

Mrs, Macdonald opened her eyes wide with 
wonder, and colored uneasily. 

** Surely not, Colin—I saw nothing wrong.” 

** You may not have, but a mother’s eyes are 
not in these respects as keen as a lover’s, and 
you know how dearly I love my cousin.” 

** Yes, yes, Colin dear, I know that; but just 
because you love her you are apt to exaggerate 
those little attentions which every gentleman 
is bound to pay a lady.” 

‘“‘Attentions! fudge!” exclaimed the young 
chief rudely and with impatience. ‘I tell you 
what it is, aunt, if I see more of such atten- 
tions, that young English puppy had better 
look out, How would you like to see your 
daughter married to a penniless and unknown 
boy, of whose family or prospects you know as 
much as Alister does of Greek ?” 

“Don’t talk so loud, Colin, and pray don’t 
get excited. See, they are waiting for us. Trust 
to me; I shall look after your interests. Mean- 
while, believe me, you have no cause for fear.” 

‘‘ Perhaps not,” muttered the young fellow, 
‘‘ but all the same I'll keep my eye upon him. 
Can you put me up to-night, aunt? I think of 
going to the Island to-morrow for a day's 
shooting.” 

‘‘ Certainly, Colin; but come away, and for 
any sake curb your impetuous temper and 
trust to me.” 

“‘ Many thanks, aunt, I'll try, but—” 

Mrs. Macdonald said no more, and was dis- 
trait and silent all the way home; but she 
thought a great deal, the result of her cogita- 
tions being that she resolved to speak to Mag- 
gie on the subject in the morning. 

But before the morrow came events were to 
happen which precipitated a crisis. These, 
however, we reserve for another chapter. 





CHAPTER XII. 

Sir JOHN. 
‘¢ Have at thee, caitiff; thou hast basely tried 
To steal this young girl’s fancy; learn, vain fool, 
She was not born to be a bastard’s bride.” 

RANDOLPH. 
‘*A bastard! Now, by heaven, I'll force thee eat 
That word, or send thy craven soul to hell. 
Know that, though now—for reasons of mine own— 
I bear an humble name, I am, proud chief, 
Lord Ronald’s son and heir.” 

— Old Play. 


Captain Macleod was by no means a bad 
sort of fellow, and if he had been brought up 
in a city, would have been a really first-rate 





one. But on his own littlé Highland estate he 
had always been accustoméd to be looked up 
to as a god. His little estate of Alline com- 
prised the world, and he was its. Alexander. 

An orphan and an only son, his word was 
law, and his natural.vgnity had been fed and 
fanned and nursed into almost phenomenal 
dimensions by the servile flattery of his de- 
pendents, : 

From infancy he had been taught to look 
upon Maggie Macdonald as his future wife, and 
though no actual engagement had ever been 
made between them, and though most certainly 
her feeling for him had never been deeper than 
cousinly affection, still it was tacitly understood 
by Colin and the world in general that they 
were engaged. 

At heart Macleod was generous, frank, warm 
and. high-spirited; possessing a good deal of 
shrewd common sense, but very indifferently 
educated; somewhat rough and imperious in 
manner; haughty, hasty-tempered, jealous, and 
quick either to take or to resent an insult, real 
or supposed. 

‘In appearance, in spite of his red hair, he 
was good-looking, well-built, and of medium 
height; and indeed would have been a de- 
cidedly handsome man but for the expression 
of his face, which—to strangers, at any rate— 
was almost repellent in its insolent imperious- 
ness. 

When agitated, he had a habit of constantly 
shrugging, or rather hitching up—if we may be 
allowed the phrase—his shoulders. His life 
had been spent chiefly in fishing and shooting; 
he had been in the army, principally at the 
Cape, but on his mother’s death had sold out; 
and in addition to his estate on the mainland 
he owned an island or two some miles north of 
Ederlaine, off Lyndale Point, on one of which 
—celebrated for its sea-fowl—he had built a 
small stone house in which to camp out on oc- 
casion. 

Such was the young man—older, however, 
by some years than Archie—who, after the 
dinner succeeding the picnic, had sought re- 
fuge from thought in the billiard-room of Glen- 
inver house. 

Somehow, after the retirement of the ladies 
to the drawing-room, he could not bear to sit 
with the gentlemen, and discuss the questions 
of the day and local gossip “‘ over the walnuts 
and the wine.” 

That English puppy, Campbell, was present, 
and looking so supremely self-possessed and 
deucedly independent and cool that he could 
not stand it. And, what perhaps annoyed him 
as much as anything, there was no denying 
that, penniless tutor though he was, he looked 
every inch the gentleman. 

** Damn the fellow,” groaned Macleod, as he 
knocked the balls round the table ip a vicious 
but aimless sort of way, “‘if he were only a 
snob I shouldn’t care so much.” 

And it says a good deal for the Captain that 
he had the honesty to acknowledge, if only to 
himself, that his rival looked, even although he 
would fondly believe he was not, a gentleman. 

‘‘And she is such a deuced nice girl, too, is 








"Maggie; I really do love her; and we have 


been brought up together, and all that sort of 
thing, and now to think of this——-,” and in his 
excitement he struck the ivory with such force 
as to send the red ball bounding off the table, 

**Come in!” he cried, in answer to a knock 


at the door. 


A e forzyou, sir!” said ‘ Buttons,’ as he 
presented the-silyer salver on which the letter 
la e % ~. ’ 2 


“From whom ?” 

*‘ Don’t know, sir. It was left at the door by 
a boy. who gave no name.” 

' “All right, Johnnie,” muttered Macleod, as 
he laid down his cue and proceeded leisurely 
to open the envelope. 

The contents evidently surprised him. Twice 
—three times he read them, and at last, with a 
“ By Jove, who’d have thought it ?” carefully 
deposited the letter in his pocket-book, and sat 
down on the sofa tothink. The note which 
had so much, and not unpleasantly agitated 
him, had at least the merit of brevity. 


‘* To Captain Macleod: 


Mr. Campbell is here under a false name, 
He is a bad man and an impostor. He has 
designs on Miss Margaret’s fortune. If Cap- 
tain Macleod doubts this, let him ask Mr, 
Campbell if that is really his name. 

(Signed) A FRIEND OF THE FaAmILy.” 


There was no signature; neither was there’ 
any date. The handwriting, though evidently 
disguised, was feminine, but Macleod had not 
the remotest idea as to who his correspondent 
could be. 

In almost any other circumstances he would 
have torn an anonymous communication to 
pieces, and treated it with well-deserved con- 
tempt. But in this instance he was blinded by 
passion, jealousy and anger. Perhaps, too, at 
dinner, under the excitement of the day, he 
had taken more wine than was good for an al- 
ready excited man. However this may be, an 
ominous scowl settled on his face, and as he lit 
a fresh cigar he muttered to himself: 

“ By heaven! I'll see this thing through to- 
night,” and he helped himself to another B, 
and S.—a stiff one, too—from a side table 
where various wines and liqueurs stood. 

Some half hour later the rest of the gentle- 
men made their appearance—all but Gleninver 
and the Count, who, having letters to write for 
next day’s mail, had retired to their rooms, 

‘* Enjoying your cigar, Captain?” cried the 
Doctor with his usual bonhommie. “I noticed 
you gave us the slip, but thought you had gone 
to join the ladies. Sly dogs, you Highland 
chiefs.”’ 

But the Captain only growled “ Did you?” 
while under his breath he muttered ‘“ Damn 
his impertinence.” 

A trifie disconcerted—though not much, for 
Bob, like Horace’s just man, could stand un- 
moved amid the wreck of worlds—the Doctor’s 
sole retort was a simple 

‘Yes. Can I trouble you for a light ?” 

Fairly taken aback by his delightful cool- 
ness, Macleod mechanically handed him his 
cigar. 

‘“‘ Thanks,” said Bob, as he lit his own. ‘‘ Will 
you have a game?” 

Again the Captain stared, and, again me- 
chanically, he answered, though not too gra- 
ciously: 

«I don’t feel like playing, but—well, I don’t 
mind if we have one.” 

“‘ Which shall it be—pyramids or billiards?” 

‘* Which you please.” 

‘‘ Then let’s say billiards; nothing like the 
old English game.”’ 

‘“‘T thought you Irish hated everything Eng- 
lish,’’ sneered Macleod as he chalked his cue. 

“‘ Quite a mistake, Captain,” said Bob good- 
naturedly ; “‘ we make an exception of billiards, 
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Bass’s Bitter and the ladies. But excuse me— 
shall I break, or you ?” 

‘It’s all the same; break away. A hundred 
u ?” 

‘All right.” 

So they began, and although Macleod was 
an excellent player—better indeed than his 
opponent—he was in too irritable a mood to 
play well, and the Doctor won easily. 

‘“‘ Confound it,” cried his opponent, as Bob 
ran out the game with a nice break, the open- 
ing one of which was a fluke, “‘ you have all 
the luck on your side. Let’s have another.” 

“‘T would let you have your revenge with 
pleasure,” replied the Doctor, “ but I really 
feel so fagged after the day’s outing that I’d 
rather be excused. But there’s Mr. Campbell, 
who can beat me hollow.” 

“‘ Thank you, but I prefer playing with gen- 
tlemen,” replied the angry chief, laying signifi- 
cant emphasis on “‘ gentlemen,” as he looked 
towards Archie. 

There could be no misunderstanding the 
tone and look; the reference was unmistakable, 
and Campbell paled slightly as he slowly rose 
from his seat and quietly said: 

“‘ Might I trouble you to repeat that observa- 
tion ?” 

Macleod scowled in his face, and as he curled 
his lip contemptuously, repeated slowly, dis- 
tinctly and word by word: ' 

“1 prefer playing with gentlemen.” 

‘¢ Macleod—Campbell,” here interposed the 
alarmed Professor, making a move to step be- 
tween them, but Archie, with a grim smile, 
quietly shoved him back. 

‘“‘ Excuse me, Professor Macdonald, but this 
is my affair. Don’t be alarmed; your gallant 
cousin has only made some slight mistake, 
which he will doubtless explain.” 

“Damn explanations!” cried Macleod. 
‘‘ There was no mistake. A Macleod. always 
says what he means,” 

“What did you mean then, Captain Mac- 
leod ?” persisted Archie, tossing his cigar 
away. , 

‘‘Mean? Not much!” was the savage re- 
tort, ‘only this, that before I play with any 
one, or associate with any one, I prefer to know 
the name of the person whom I honor with my 
acquaintance.” 

Still Archie preserved his temper. He did 
not wish to have any quarrel under that roof— 
least of all in his present position. Macleod’s 
sneer, however, touched him to the quick. 
‘¢ How the deuce,” he thought, “ has he dis- 
covered it?” 

The Professor and Doctor, too, exchanged 
a quick look of surprise, and the former again 
tried to interpose, but Archie again held him 
back gently but firmly. 

‘‘Gentlemen!’’ cried Kenneth in tones of en- 
treaty. 

‘“* Gentlemen!” sneered Macleod, now quite 
beside himself with passion. ‘‘Youare strangely 
liberal with your plurals.” 

At Macleod’s words, and more at the tone 
in which they were said than the words them- 
selves, Archie’s face flushed angrily and then 
turned a deadly pale, but the tell-tale flush they 
knew so well warned Kenneth and the Doctor 
that his temper was getting the better of him. 
But all he said, and in the gentlest tone of 
voice and with a smile, was: 

‘‘ Pray explain yourself, Captain Macleod; 
you must refer to some one outside this com- 
pany.” 

Exasperated by his apparent coolness, and 
mad with accumulated chagrin, rage and drink, 
for that last brandy on the head of so much 
wine previously had gone to his brain, Macleod 
shook his fist in his face as he hissed: 

“T refer to you, sir, and you know it; a beg- 
garly adventurer who steals into a gentleman’s 
house under a false name, and—”’ 








“Colin—Archie!” cried Kenneth rushing 
forward, but it was too late. 

Straight as an arrow from the bow; certain 
as the stroke of a piston; with all the lightning- 
like directness and force which had made him 
famous in athletic circles at Eton and Glasgow 
—Archie’s left arm went out straight from the 
shoulder, and the next moment Macleod of 
Alline lay stretched upon the floor. 

* 


** Good God, Archie, what have you done?” 
cried Kenneth and the Doctor simultaneously. 

But Archie only said: 

‘Sorry that I lost my temper—by the way, 
Doctor, I’ll trouble you for a fresh cigar—but 
the cur deserved it.” 

‘* He is my cousin, Gascoyne,” said the Pro- 
fessor angrily but with dignity, and uncon- 
sciously calling his friend by his right name. 
You forget yourself.” 

“Forgive me, old boy, so I do. After 
all it is my own fault. I had no right to dis- 
guise my name, and I’ll apologize to your cou- 
sin and make it right.” 

By this time Macleod, with the Doctor’s 
help, had regained his feet. The blow had 
stunned him for the moment, but now that he 
was himself again he made a rush towards 
Campbell. But Kenneth and the Doctor held 
him back. 

‘‘Colin, man, hear me,” hastily cried his 
cousin; ‘“ Campbell is sorry for what he has 
done and wishes to apologize.” 

‘Damn his apologies,” retorted Macleod 
fiercely. ‘If he is a man, he will give me the 
only satisfaction a gentleman can receive.” 

‘Tush, tush, man,” persisted Kenneth. 
“‘Those days are gone. I tell you Campbell 
wishes to apologize to you. Will you at least 
hear what he has to say? Come now, for my 
sake, Colin, do.” 

** Let the fellow speak,” growled Macleod 
insolently. 

But Archie had now completely recovered 
his temper, and felt really ashamed of himself; 
so it was with a grave expression of mingled 
dignity and penitence that he approached 
Macleod and said: 

‘* Captain Macleod, I am very sorry for what 
I have done; I owe you both an apology and 
an explanation, and if you do not find these 
satisfactory, I shall be glad to give you any 
other satisfaction you may demand. If you 
will do me the honor of smoking a cigar on the 
lawn, we shall be more alone.” 

Macleod hesitated for a moment, but there 
was no mistaking the genuine sincerity of Ar- 
chie’s face and voice—his evident anxiety to 
make amends of some kind, and his transpa- 
rent frankness, and the Captain felt irrresisti- 
bly impelled to accept the invitation. So with 
a stiff bow he said: 

“T am at your service.” 

So, while the Professor and Doctor looked 
at each other in dumb and doubtful surprise, 
the two-young men passed out through the 
hall and on to the lawn. 

‘“* Have a fresh cigar?” said Archie. 

‘“* No, thank you; I await your explanation,” 
replied Macleod haughtily. 

‘You will not have long to wait. Frankly 
then, Captain Macleod, I have committed a 
grave mistake. Campbell 7s my name and it 
is not; Kenneth could have told you all had 
not his lips been sealed. Myvreal name is Ar- 
chibald Campbell Gascoyne, son of Sir Alex- 
ander Gascoyne, of Edinhall, at your service, 
and in telling you so much I trust to your honor 
not to repeat it.” 

“Gascoyne! son of Sir Alexander, of Edin- 
hall! Great heavens! Then why this masque- 
rading here?” 

“‘ Well, I owe youa debt. I had rather not 
tell you all, but since you will have it, I had 
better make a clean breast of it. Besides, you 





are a Macleod. But take a fresh cigar, and 
let’s sit down, for the story can hardly be told 
in a sentence.” 

“ Thanks,” said Macleod, “as yet I prefer to 
stand.” But all the same he took the proffered 
cigar, and as briefly as possible Archie told his 
story. 

“And now,” when he had finished, “are you 
satisfied ?” 

“My dear boy,” cried the other grasping 
Archie’s hand—all his native generosity and 
goodness of heart roused into activity by what 
he had heard, “‘say no more. I’m so glad to 
meet you—knew your father years ago—al- 
though, to be honest, I’m deuced sorry that 
our meeting place is where it is; you will know 
why. But now that I know all I bear no 
grudge. Let us both go in, and may the best 
man win, with this stipulation that the loser be 
the winner’s groomsman.,” 

“Agreed,” cried Archie, “you're a right 
good fellow, Macleod; but is it not time we 
rejoined the ladies? Jupiter”—looking at his 
watch—“‘what a time we have been! it is well 
on to eleven—they’ll have gone to bed.” 

‘Not a bit of it,” replied his friend as they 
re-entered the hall, “but, I say, Gascoyne—” 

** Campbell, Captain, Campbell.” 

‘*Confound my stupidity; of course. Well, 
then, Campbell be it and—what was I going 
tosay? Oh yes, I remember, and if I didn’t 
my poor head would remind me; what a devil 
you are to hit! Why, Hercules wasn’t a patch 
on you. Had my head not been as hard asa 
nigger’s I couldn’t have shown face for a week 
or two. As it is I feel sort of queer.” 

“T’m awfully sorry—” 

“Not another word; perhaps I can give you 
a lesson in deer-stalking.” 

“Oh, by the way, Captain, if it isn’t an un- 
fair question, might I ask how you discovered 
that my name is not really Campbell?” 

“‘Certainly; this evening after dinner I re- 
ceived this note. Had I not taken too much 
wine, and been otherwise excited I should 
have treated the communication, it being an- 
nonymous, with contempt. As it is I apolo- 
gize.”” 

‘‘ Strange,” murmured Archie, as he scanned 
the note, ‘‘the handwriting is unfamiliar. Who 
the deuce can there be in Skye that knows me, 
except Kenneth, the Doctor and yourself; and 
above all whom can I have offended? I was 
unaware I had a single acquaintance, much 
less an enemy, in Invernesshire. But I’ll show 
it to the Doctor and Kenneth; they may be 
able to unravel the mystery. Only, if they do, 
then, Mr. or Miss Anonymous Correspondent, 
look out! for by the blood of all the Gascoynes 
it will be the worse for you.” 

And so, chatting familiarly, the two rivals 
re-entered the billiard room arm in arm, greatly 
to the surprise of the Professor and Doctor 
who were anxiously awaiting their return. 


* * 
* 


“Why,” .whispered the Doctor, as he and 
Archie retired for the night, “I’m a disap- 
pointed man.” 

‘“* How so?” said Archie. 

“Oh, I thought—I moight say I hoped—it 
was pistols for two and coffee for one, but I 
was mistaken,” replied Bob, with an air of 
comical abjectness and melancholy character- 
istically Hibernian. ‘‘ Begorrah and the times 
are going to the divil entoirely.” 

“So they are, Bob; and meanwhile you and 
I will goto bed. As for Macleod, he’s a regular 
brick, and the man who says a word to the 
contrary must count on me for a foe.” 

“‘ The divil he must! and what about Miss—” 

‘“‘Not another word;”—interrupted Archie 
sharply—“ you have had too much wine.” 

“ And that’s not true,”’ retorted Bob with a 
grin. ‘Sure and it was brandy.” 






































CHAPTER XIII. 


-* A jealous tongue can poison truth.” 
‘¢ Hell hath no fury like a woman scorned.” 


Next morning when the household assembled 
at breakfast it was uncomfortably evident that 
an air of restraint and a sense of something dis- 
agreeable had fallen on the company. Even 
the vivacious Count and the equally irre- 
pressible Doctor felt ill at ease, and all their 
efforts at hilarity failed to drive away the 
general gloom. Gleninver himself, usually so 
unimpressible, felt a vague spirit of depression 
settle upon him, for which he vainly tried to 
account, in his despair at finding a solution 
laying the blame on the atmosphere. Light- 
hearted Effie herself was quiet as a mouse, and 
Mrs. Macdonald looked distrait and absent- 
minded. 

It seemed to be felt instinctively that some- 
thing was wrong, though what it was only a few 
could tell. Yet the scene between Archie and 
Macleod of the evening before had not leaked 
out—at least so the parties concerned fondly 
hoped. So it was with a feeling of general 
relief that every one rose from the table after 
an unusually brief breakfast, and hurried away 
—the Doctor and Count to enjoy a smoke and 
a game at billiards, and Archie to stroll along 
the beach. As for the girls, they retired to their 
respective rooms, to plan arrangements for the 
day, while Alister and Macleod went off on a 
visit to the old boatman to get things ready for 
the proposed shooting and fishing expedition 
to the islands of Lynedale. 

* * * 


“Jolly place this, Count, is it not?” said the 
Doctor as he chalked his cue. 
““Yees, very mooch. Zee heels er so big, 


and ze ladies so fair, and every theeng iz zo 
grande. I could leeve here all summer. Only 
ze segars er very bad, and ze viskey er very 
strong.” 

‘« By the way, Count, have you noticed Mlle. 
Thollier?’”’ further inquired his friend in an 
apparently careless sort of way. 

“‘ Not parteekularly,” replied the Count dart- 
ing a quick look at his interrogator. ‘For vy 
do you ask?” 

‘Oh, nothing; only she struck me as being 
something out of the ordinary—a very fascina- 
ting woman who has a history.” 

“Ah! that eez it; I-should zink most peo- 
ples had a history.” 

“‘Oh yes, in a sort of sense every one has, 
but I didn’t mean that—However it doesn’t 
matter. Be the powers but that’s a foine canon, 
Count.” 

‘*So you take an interest in ze strange Frau- 
lein?” resumed the other, ignoring his friend’s 
exclamation of praise. 

*‘ Oh, nothing particular; only I can’t get it 
out ofme head that I have seen her before, 
somewhere or other.” 

Again the Count darted a quick interrogative 
glance at the Doctor, but he only said: 

‘“‘ Ah, old acquaintances. I zink I hev seen 
her before too.” 

“You have?” interrupted the Doctor quickly. 

‘Where? But excuse me, I am too abrupt.” 

‘“‘ Weel you tell me vy you desire so mooch 
to knew about Mademoiselle?” inquired the 
Count quietly, as he laid down his cue and 
motioned the Doctor to a seat. 

The latter flushed uneasily, but replied at 
once: 

‘‘The question is not easily answered, but 
I shall be frank. I have been here so short a 
time that I feel ashamed to interfere in dome- 
stic matters, or throw the slightest suspicion on 
any one, but I have a very dear friend here— 

ou know whom?” 

The Count nodded. 


(To be continued.) 





LAURA'S PAIN. 


Laura now doth sigh and languish 
In a fit of woe and grief, 

And the dewdrops of her anguish 
Gem her pocket-handkerchief. 


Wherefore should this breathing flower 
Feel the arrows of despair? 

Wherefore should she but an hour 
Feel the throes of pain and care? 


While perfume is to her blowing 
From some swaying purple bell, 

Still her tear-drops keep on flowing 
From her soul’s artesian well. 


She’ll not soon with ‘‘ Yankee Doodle” 
Make the parlor walls resound— 

This is all because her poodle, 
Clytemnestra, is in pound. 


— WN. Y. Star. 


Albani says her little boy is quite a Gye.— 
Boston Post. 


HAYEs was never known to veto a dollar-bill. 
— Wheeling Leader. 


WHIRLED without end—The waters of Nia- 
gara into Lake Ontario—/V. Y. News. 


WHEN Cleopatra’s needle reaches this coun- 
try, the need’ll be to find a place to put it.— 
Rome Sentinel. 


Why didn’t the Harvard crew stop and bail 
out its boat, and give Yale a chance to catch 
up?— Boston Post. 


THE revolution in Paraguay ought to afford 
a good opportunity for the Paraguayphers.— 
Cin. Saturday Night. 


Ir must have been in the green-cherry season 
that Tennyson wrote “from our waist places 
comes a cry.” — Yonkers Gazette. 


Don’t buy your boy a pair of gloves until 
after the Fourth of July. He may need only 
one glove then.—Vorristown Herald. 


THE Cincinnati S/ar wants the police to club 
together. No use—they won’t do it while the 
supply of citizens holds out.—/V. Y. Express. 

It seems pretty certain that André will get 
his monument some time next year. We have 
still great hopes for the Washington monument. 
— Burlington Hawkeye. 

A TOMBSTONE with a simple cucumber carved 
upon it is oftentimes more expressive than one 
carved with ten thousand lines of obituary 
poetry.— Phila. Kronikle- Herald. 

Lots of people have gone to their Summer 
resorts at Manchester-by-the-Sea and West 
Point-on-the-Hudson. We have sent our trunk 
to Snumshire-on-the-Canal.— Boston Post. 


Hunpbreps of years from now when David 
Davis’s grave is overturned some one will pick 
up his shinbone and claim to have discovered 
the skeleton of a mastadon.—/hila. Kronikle- 
Herald, 

Sounp travels at the rate of 1,145 feet ina 
second of time, and yet hand-organ men grind 
away as though it took four hours for it to reach 
up to a sleeping apartment in a second story.— 
Whecling Leader. 





IsmalL I., the Khedive of Egypt, has retired 
from the throne. In twelve years he managed 
to run Egypt in debt to the extent of $20,000,- 
000, from which it is strongly inferred that he 
was formerly a member of New York Tammany, 
—WNorristown Herald. 


One of our printers has recently received a 
button-hole bouquet from an unknown young 
lady. If he discovers the galley will chase this 
type of loveliness around the block, lock her 
form in his embrace and imprint an indelible 
impression upon her rosy lips.—7Zoronto Gos- 
siper. 


Horriste! Horrible! A new subscriber 
says that he has just heard that the refriger- 
ator, and wants to know why it ate her. if 
that person had not paid for a whole year in 
advance, his name would be cut off the list in- 
stanter. Refrigerator, indeed! That’s an ice 
subject to bring up, isn’t it?—Rome Sentinel. 


Dip you ever notice the broad, comfortable, 
shady-looking Leghorn hats in the milliner’s 
window? Just buy your wife one, and the 
first thing she will do with it will be to double 
up her dainty fist and punch a three-cornered 
dent on the right side, then she will pinch the 
front rim down, and the back rim up, and then 
stave in three or four more big dents at odd 
corners, and when it resembles in shape an old 
tin pan that has been a target for a stone- 
throwing match, she will remark upon the “‘ele- 
gance and grace” of the affair. But let John- 
nie serve his new straw hat in the same way, 
and he will be stood up in a dark closet, and 
forced to go without strawberry shortcake for 
supper.—Vew Haven Register. 


A NEw comet is coming—sit down, sit down; 
what’s the use of getting excited? It is only 
visible from the second peak of Mount Ayt- 
chimboguandalahasta, in Central Asia, and 
only there with a three-story telescope, and 
then it is only visible twenty minutes at mid- 
night, and not then unless the atmosphere is 
exactly right, and when it is visible it only 
looks like a star about half the size of the lit- 
tle one in Job’s coffin. By all the starry worlds 
that swing in space, when “ we” were a boy, 
the comets used to come around every summer, 
with heads on them like fire-balloons, and tails 
that stretched from the big dipper to the south- 
ern cross, and wagged back and forth like a 
bewildered torchlight procession, and came so 
close to the earth that they put the moon out. 
Out on these single-barreled comets, three for 
a quarter, that they get up for us in these de- 
generate modern days. We wouldn’t walk 
from here to Asia to see a hundred of ’em,— 
Hawkeye. 


THEY were on the march toward Capua, to 
meet the revolted Latin tribes, those wicked 
people who talked in six cases and more excep- 
tions than conjunctions, and who were named 
after the Latin grammar, when the consul, Man- 
lius Torquatus, remarked to his colleague: 

‘*T should hate to marry a girl whose father 
is dead, because my lungs aren’t very good, 
anyhow, and I would have to asth-ma for her.”’ 

‘** And you think you’d need the old man’s 
influenzy, hey?” replied Decius. 

“Oh, as to that,” said Manlius, ‘‘ I wouldn’t 
need it so very lung.” 

“No,” rejoined the friend, “‘but you wouldn’t 
want to throat away, for all that.” 

‘Indeed not,” said Manlius, that would be 
no choke.” 

‘* No, there’s no inspiration in it.’’ 

The consul made one or two ineffectual ef- 
forts to get in something on the bronchial 
tubes, but failed ignominiously, and Decius, 
laughing at his failure, mockingly sang, ““Tom- 
my, make room for your uncle.” It is thought 
that this had something to do with Decius’s 
death the following day.— Hawkeye. , 
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Ir is remarked in Mississippi that Roscoe 
Conkling must be reduced to 10,000 men.— 
Buffalo Express. 


Tue buckwheat-cake season has slid out the 
back door of time, but lots of newspaper men 
yet retain their humor.—Oi/ City Derrick. 


As AN example of total depravity among 
animals, it might be stated that a Milwaukee 
dog plays base-ball.— Rochester Express. 


SHE blushed the color of circus lemonade, 
and then ’fessed up about making her bangs 
stick with gum tragacanth—Hartford Hug. 
Post. 


FinE. clothes never made a Garden of Eden. 
—V. Y. Herald. Nevertheless, it was the Gar- 
den of Eden that started all the fine clothes.— 
—Phila. Bulletin. 


Op PoLty, an Indiana hen of renown, has 
just died at the age of twenty-two. Of her it 
cannot be said “‘ she died in the spring-time of 
life.’"— Albany Argus. 


THE sale of striped stockings, it is said, is 
twice as large in prairie countries as it is in less 
breezy localities. The reason is obvious—so 
are the stockings. Ovfawa Republican. 


As THE desire of seekers after perpetual mo- 
tion is merely to obtain something that will 
have a never-ceasing revolution, why don’t they 
take Mexico and be satisfied >— Boston Post. 


A MAN at Rutland, Vt., was on his way to 
shoot Weston when he fell off a bridge and 
was killed. Patience and peiseverance will tri- 
umph in the end, however.— Detrott Free Press. 


GREENLAND is noted for its absence of cats. 
The long night of six months kills them off in 
their efforts to meow it through. To nervous 
old bachelors this intelligence is in favor of 
Greenland.— Chicago Inter-Ocean. 


TALKING of summer resorts. The Philadel- 
phia Kronikle-Herald says our House of Cor- 
rection is an excellent bummer resort. How 
many swallows make a bummer down your 
way ?—V. Y. Com, Adv. 


SEA-BATHING may have its charms for the 
spindle-legged men and flat-footed women, but 
what can exceed the satisfaction of crawling 
across ten acres of sweet-scented clover to steal 
a peck of yellow harvest apples and eat them 
in the shade of a barn filled with new mown 
hay ?—Detroit Free Press. 


DEAR WALES—-We regret extremely that cir- 
cumstances over which we have no control pre- 
vent our acceptance of your kind invitation to 
spend July with you at Abergeldie. We should 
have enjoyed it quite too awfully much for any- 
thing; but it cannot be. We will hunt the buf- 
falo this summer with a pair of kings and three 
emperors—out of ajob. Regards to Alexan- 
dra and the olives.—V. Y. Com. Adv. 








21,522,944 Glasses 


OF THE HERMANN BREWERY LAGER BEER 
WERE DRUNK IN THIS CITY LAST YEAR. 





Persons afflicted with diseases of the eyes can find no greater 
curative than POND’S EXTRACT, There are no harsh 
and irritating drugs in its composition, so that it can be used in 
any case without the least danger of injury to the most delicate 
organism. It has astrangely marvelous power to arrest and re- 
move inflammation. It affords relief upon the first application, and 
producing the best results when its use is continued. Beware of 
imitations. Ask for Ponp’s Extract—take no other. 


, ANGOSTURA BITTERS 


petizing Tonic of exquisite favor now over 

a eles a ail Gisced of the Diagesti -~hy Ti 
Ague, Oo! an ers e ive organs. 

but beware of counterfeits. Ask your grocer or druggist for the 

genuine article, manufactured by Dr. J. G. B. Siegert & Sons. 

4 W. Hancox, U. 8. Sole Agent, 51 Broadway, P. O. Box, 2610, 

. ¥. City. ; 








G. H. MUMM & CO.’ CHAMPAGNE, 


importation 1n 1878 


35,906 Cases, 





or 16,270 Cases MOFe 


than of any other brand. 





Beware of Counterfeits and Imitations! 


BOKER’S BITTERS. 


The best Stomach Bitters known, containing most valu- 
able medicinal properties in all cases ef Bowel complaints; a 


sure specific against Dyspepsia, Fever and Ague, &c. A fine 
cordial in itself, iftaken pure. It is also most excellent for 
mixing with other cordials, wines, &c. Comparatively the 
cheapest Bitters in existence. 


L. FUNKE, Jr., Sole Agent, P. 0. Box 1029, 78 John St., N.Y. 








SOZODONT. To preserve the teeth and keep them pure 
and white, to prevent their decay, there is no preparation in the 
market equal to SOZODONT. To preserve the gums in a natur- 
ally hard and healthy condition, there is no superior to SOZO- 
DONT. To purify and sweeten the breath there is no rival to 
SOZODONT. For a perfect mouth there is no recipe like the use 
of SOZODONT. Consequently it is no wonder that the popularity 
of SOZODONT as a dentifrice has no bounds. All Druggists 
keep it. 


HOTEL BRIGHTON, 


BRIGHTON BEACH, 
1H BRESLIN, }Proprs, CONEY ISLAND. 
FRED. SCHUBER’S 


SEA SIDE GROVE, 


German Hotel and Restaurant, 
SECOND LANDING, ROCKAWAY BEACH. 











One Hundred Elegantly FurnishedRooms to let by the day or week. 
The best Restaurant on the Beach with New York Prices. 
Bowling Alley and Shooting Gallery. 


RUINART cstesitanca 17200 AMPAGNES. 


Connorsseurs pronounce recent shipments of these Wines to be 
unequaled in quality. 
Verzenay, dry, full bodied, rich flavor. 
Carte Blanche, Fruity, delicate_fiavor, not too dry, 
DODGE, CAMMEYER & C@O., 
16 Cortlandt St., Sole Agents tor the United States,, 








LOUISIANA STATE LOTTERY. 

This Institution was regularly incorporated by the Legislature 
of the State for Educational and Charitable purposes in 1868, For 
THE TERM OF TWENTY-FIVE YEARS, TO WHICH CONTRACT THE IN- 
VIOLABLE FAITH OF THE STATE IS PLEDGED, with a capital of 
$1,000,000, to which it has since added a reserve fund of $350,000. 
IT NEVER SCALES OR POSTPONES. 11th Monthly Grand 
Distribution, New Orleans, August rath, 1857 prices, total, 
$110,400; capitals, $30,000, $10.000, $5,000, etc. 100,000 tickets, 
two ($2) dollars; halves, one ($1) dollar, Apply to M. A. DAU- 
ve ag Box 692, New Orleans, La; or same at 319 Broaeway, 

ew York, 









CHINKALYPTUS, “Thousand Dollar Acrostic.” 


Chills, chills, malarial chills! 

Hope there gleams for a man with these ills, 

If he speedily sends unto us, 

No physic taking but Chinkalyptus. 

Known it may be by its box of tin, 

Always with Seapets pills within; 

Love’ y pills, small, smooth and white, 

You'll surely find they will cure you quite. 

Palmetto on cover in blue you'll see, 

‘Together with crocodiles viewing the tree. 

Useless *t would be for us, to say more, 

So well’s Chinkalyptus known at drug store. 

Chinkalyptus is sold at retail by all druggists at 25 cents per 

box, or $2.75 per family package of One Dozen. Victor E. MAUGER 
& Perris, General Agents, Nos. 104 to 110 Reade St., New York. 








Registere a” : 
TRADE MARK. 


VIRGINIA CUT CAVENDISH, 


MANUFACTURED BY 


MARBURG BROS. 


BEST IN THE WORLD. 


“PUCK” CIGARETTES 


ARE FASHIONABLE AT PRESENT. 


Their quality and make-up outshines all those heretofore used 
They are made on a new system by 


B. POLLAK, 
the Manufacturer of NEW YORK, 
and sold by every first class dealer. 


SANDIFER, 
DIAMOND osm 
5th Avenue Hotei. 
NO FANCY PRICES. 


I fae THE NEW 
AGRANT VANITY FATE 


and TOBACCO 
“STRAIGHT ”—Rare Old Virginia. 
“HALVES ”—Rare Old Perique and Virginia. 
NEW COMBINATIONS OF THESE FRAGRANT TOBACCOS. 





























PRINCIPAL DEPOT OF 


EUROPEAN MINERAL WATERS. 


Carlsbad, Ems, Friedrichshall, Gieshfibler, Homburg, Hungarian 
Bitterwater, Kronthal, Kissingen, Marienbad, Pillna, Schwal- 
bach, Selters, Taunus, Vichy, Birmensdorf and fifty others. 

DEPOT FOR ALL AMERICAN WATERS. 

Bottler’s of Rincter’s New York, Cincinnati, Toledo and 
Milwaukee Beer. Agents for 

GEBRUEDER HOEHL, Geisenheim. Rhine Wines. 

TH. LAMARQUE & CO., Bordeaux. Clarets. 

DUBOIS FRERE & CAGNION, Cognac. Brandies. 


PH. SCHERER & CO., 
8 College Place, near Barclay St., N.Y. 


LE SS TE TL TTT 
CMEAPEST BOOKSTORE IN THE WORLD. 
53,672 Standard English Books 
ros OUR PRICE. 

75,276 Miscellaneous American Books. 

AT YOUR PRICE, 


AN 
Catalogue of General Literature free. 
LEGGAT BROTHERS, 3 Beekman St., near new Post Office. 





























Just out: 


WITTY JEWS AND JEWISH WITS,  ®O84Y TULUSTRATED. PRE ERIOAN 





AT ALL NEWS STANDS. THE TRADE SUPPLIED BY THE 


COMPANY, New York. 
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THE CELEBRATED 
CERMAN 


STUDENT LAMP, 


IMPORTED ONLY BY 


E. D. BASSFORD, 


HOUSE-FURNISHING, 


HARDWARE, 
CHINA, 





GLASS, 
CUTLERY, 
SILVERWARE AND 
COOKING UTENSILS. 


1, 2, 3, 12, 13, 15, 16 &17 COOPER INSTITUTE, N. Y. CITY. 
DENTAL 2 OFFICE 


Philippine Dieffenbach-Truchsess, 
162 West 23rd Street, bet. 6th and 7th Avenues, N. Y. 


Late 389 Cana STREET. 


SE LM Sirweuy 


OLD ESTABLISHED AND WELL-KNOWN 


DENTAL ROOMS, 
No. 6 E. 14th Street, near 5th Ave. 

Whole and Partial Sets Beautiful Mineral Continuous Gum 
Teeth, $2.50, $5.00, $10.00, upwards, Decayed Teeth filled ina 
superior manner without pain, so as to preserve them for life with 

ure Gold, genuine Platina, Amalgam, Bone, &c., $1.00 upwards. 

‘eeth cleaned in a harmless manner so as to give them the white- 
ness of ivory $1.00. Teeth extracted without pain. 

Everything warranted as represented, and the best materials 
used in every case. PARTICULAR ATTENTION PAID TO CHILDREN’S 
Tetsu. Open Evenings and Sundays. 


CELEBRATED 


FOR THE MANUFACTURE 


Fine Silk Dress, Stiff 
and Soft 


KELL HATS 


FOR'GENTLEMEN’S WEAR. 


GREAT REDUCTION IN PRICES. 


Ready Mixed Paints 50 Cts. to $1 per gallon. 
English Rubber Roof Paint soCts. ‘ 
Liquid Slate Paint for leaky roofs 

Boiled Oul 














Macuinery Otrs cheaper than at any store in the city. 
NEW YORK CITY OIL CO., Sole Agents, 
124 MAIDEN LANE. 





IMPORTER AND MANUFACTURER OF 


GENTLEMEN’ S HATS 
174 Fifth Ave., 16° Broadway, 


Between 22d and 23d Streets, Near Cortlandt Street, 
NEW. YORK. 


NICOLL, the Tailor, 


139—151 Bowery. 


PANTS to order .......26+ sseve Sebbieded code vce" $3.00 to $10.00 
SUITS to order ......0-scccsseccseces +eeeeee+e$I2.00 tO $40.00 
Satisfaction Guaran 


TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three hours, For particulars address with stamp to 
H. EICHHORN, No. 4 St. Marks Place, New York. 











A YEAR and Ae Outfit Free. 
Address P. O. VICKERY, Augusta, Maine. 





PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 


363 CANAL ST., NEW YORE, 
Manufacture Gold and Silver Medals and 


matic ———— Holder 25 cts. Heavy 
Cased Watches $8. Nickel Stem- 
winders $10.—Any of these goods sent free 
on receipt of price. 
EsTasiisuep 1838. 
, CORRECT TIME per TELEGRAPH. 





Vienna, Philadelphia 
AND 
American Institute Fair, New York. 


OTTO LEWIN, 


The well known Artist Photographer, 
989 THIRD AVE.,S. E. Cor. 59th St., 
294 BOWERY, above Houston St, 


ZD 








PHOTOGRAPHER, 


347 East 14th Street, 
Between 1st & 2nd Aves., New York.—Closed on Saturdays only. 


BROKHAHNE'S 
COMBINATION SHAVING APPARATUS. 


o sg 











Strap, Razor Case with Razor, Shaving Cup with Soap and 
Brush, All combined in One. 
This entirely new invention is the most useful and convenient 
article for gentlemen at home as well as traveling. 
Descriptive Circulars free by mail. 
A very large stock of the most celebrated Speed and Diamond 
Spear Razors, being Hamburg hollow ground. 


W. BROKHAHNE, 350 Canal St., N. Y. 





THE MOST 
Extensive Manufacturers of Billiard Tables in. the World. 


<= 


The J. M. Brunswick & Balke Co., 


No. 724 BROADWAY. 
NEWEST AND MOST ELECANT STYLES. 


The unequalled ‘Monarch’ Cushions which we warrant for 10 Years. 


Billiard Materials, Cloth, Balls, Cues, &c., 
of our own manufacture and importation. 


The J. M. BRUNSWICK & BALKE CO., 


CINCINNATI 
CHICAGO, 
ST. LOUIS, ; 


: NEW YORK. 


RUNK & UNGER, 


No. 50 PARK PLACE, 


Sole wy tor 
Ayala-Ch dA 
yala=Unhateau d Ay 
CHAMPAGNES. 
TAU MA TONAL AMNERA WhaTER- 
L. Tampier & Co., Bordeaux, Clarets. 
Roullet & Delamain, Cognacs,° 














etc., etc. 








INGHAM, =» size....81 00 
GUANACO, Patented... 2.00 


SILK; paragon frame 
The Famed 
.... S60 


Isaac Smith's Umbrellas 


mae” Any of the above sent by ex- 
press, securely packed, on receipt of 
price. 
2 COURTLANDT STREET, 
near Broadway, 


36 FULTON ST., near Pearl. 
104 BROADWAY, near Wall. 


Ss 1188 BROADWAY, near aogth st. 
405 BROADWAY, near Canal. 
ESTABLISHED A. D. 1802. 


BARRETT 


The Great New York Tailor, 


SUCCESSOR TO ARNHEIM 


OF THE WELL-KNOWN STORE, 
202 BOWERY 


Is the CHEAPEST and MOST FASHIONABLE TAILOR in 
AMERICA, HE EMPLOYS FIRST-CLASS WORKMEN 
ONLY, and HAS the LARGEST ASSORTMENT of FOREIGN 
and DOMESTIC WOOLENS to CHOOSE FROM. QUALITY 
STYLE and PRICES UNEQUALLED. CALL AT 


202 BOWERY 


OBSERVE 





TOP OF SICN. 
BRANCH STORE, No. 19 WALL STREET. 
KEEP’S SHIRTS 


ARE THE VERY BEST. 

Made from Wamsutta Muslin. Bosom three-ply linen. The 
very best. 

EEP’S PATENT PARTLY MADE SHIRTS, six for $6. 
Only plain seams to finish. 

KEEP’S CUSTOM SHIRTS, very best, to measure, six for $9. 
Fit guaranteed. 

NIGHT SHIRTS, all styles, extra long, $1 each. 

BOYS’ COMPLETE SHIRTS, $1 each. 

An elegant set of extra heavy Gold-plated Buttons presented to 
purchasers of six shirts. 

KEEP’S UNDERWEAR. 

WHITE CASHMERE SHIRTS, soc. each; Summer Merino 
Shirts, whole or half sleeves, 60c, each; Scarlet gauze (anti- 
rheumatic), $1.25 each; Canton Flannel Shirt and Drawers, 75 c. 
each; Best Pepperell Jean Drawers, soc. each. 

KEEP’S UMBRELLAS. 

BEST GINGHAM, PATENT PROTECTED RIBS, $1 each; 
50 per cent stronger than any other Umbrellas, Regina and Twilled 
Silks in all styles. Novelties in Ladies’ Sun and Rain Umbrellas, 

KEEP’S KID GLOVES, 
For Gents, the very best, plain or embroidered, $1 +. | 
HANDKERCHIEFS, HOSIERY, TIES, &c. 

All goods warranted, Samples and circulars mailed free, We 
have removed our Sixth avenue store to No, 1299 BROADWAY, 
between 33d and 34th streets. 


KEEP’S MANUFACTURING COMPANY 


STORES: 


637 Broadway 
Nos. { auiaen b New York, 


BOHEMIAN BIER. 
SCHMITT ¢ KODENE. 
CENTRAL PARK LAGER BEER 


’ 

Brewery & Office, 159—165 E. 59th 

St. Ice-house and Rock-vaults, 56th 

and 57th Street, Ave. A, and East 

River, N. ¥ 

We guarantee ** BOHEMIAN BIER” to equal Im- 
rted Bier in all respects, and to Excel Domestic and 
Western Biers in Taste, Color and Substance, thus 

making it the ‘ 

“ BEST SHIPPING BIER.’’ 


SOLD CHEAPER THAN WESTERN BIER. 


THE MINING RECORD. 


$3 a Year. — Sample Copies Free. 


ENLARGED TO THIRTY-TWO PAGES. 


Full news from the Great GOLD and SILVER Mines, Orders 
executed for Mining Stocks in New York or San Francisco. 


A. B. CHISOLM, Proprietor, 
61 BROADWAY. 





No, 341 Fulton Street, 
Brooklyn, 
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Metropolitan Elevated Railway, 
OPEN FROM 6:00 A. M. TO 12 P.M. 


RECTOR ST.—Nearest point for Wall street ferry, connecting 
with cars for South ferry. 7 
CORTLANDT ST.—Nearest point for Jersey City and Com- 
munipaw ferries. ; ; 

PARK PLACE—Nearest point for Post Office, City Hall and 

lay street ferry to Hoboken. — 

CHAMBERS ST.—Nearest point for Pavonia and Erie Railway 


es. 

fOrRANKLIN ST. : 

GRAND ST —Nearest point for Desbrosses street ferry to Jer- 
sey City, connecting with cars for Desbrosses and East Grand 

t ferries. 

BLEECKER ST.—Connecting with cars for east and west. 

8TH ST.—Connecting with cars for Christopher street and 
East Tenth street ferries, 

14TH ST.—Connecting with cars for East Twenty-third and 
Thirty-fourth street ferries, 

23D ST.—Connecting with cars for Twenty-third street ferry 
to Jersey City. —o 

33D ST.—Connecting with cars for Weehawken ferry. 

42D ST.—Connecting with New York Transfer Company’s 
cabs for Grand Central Depot. 

soTH ST. AND 6TH AV. 

58TH ST.—Sixth avenue entrance to Central Park, connecting 
with cars of Belt Line Railroad. 

3D ST. AND 8TH AVE. sgTH ST. AND oTH AV. 72D 
st AND 9TH AV. 81ST ST. AND Pues AV. D ST. AND 
STH AV. 104TH ST. AND oTH AV. FOR UP-TOWN TRAINS 
take east side stations. FOR DOWN-TOWN Trans take west 
side stations. 

Trains will run to 58th st. and 6th av, and rogth st. and oth av. 


ternately. 
_— FARE TEN CENTS, 
except between the hours of 5:30 and 7:30 A.M. and 5 and 7P.M., 
_ when the fare is 5 cents: 


WM. R. GARRISON, 
M. VAN BROCKLIN, war 


Superintendent. 


Manhattan Beach Railway. 


Double Track over the entire Road. 


GREENPOINT DIVISION. 

Trains leave foot of 23rd street, East River, by steamer Sylvan 
Grove, 8:45, 19:45, 10:45, |ltz:15, [11:45 A. M.; []12:15, 12:45, |lr:15, 
p+ §2:15, $2:45, 13:15, 33:45, 14:15, 4:45, 15:15, $5745, 16:15, 6:45, 

7:15, $7345» 18:15, 38:45 P. M. 

Returning leave Manhattan Beach for Greenpoint and New 
York, 7:35, 10, [11:05 A. M.; $12:05, 12;30, ||1:10, $1:30, 2:15, 2:30, 
13:15, 43:30 4:15, $4:30, Is:15, 15:30, 6:15, 6:30, 17:15, $7:30, 
18:15, 38:30, §9:02, $9:30, 10:35 P.M : 

Trains marked thus || stop at East New York only—r15 minutes 
after Greenpoint time. Trains marked thus $ do not stop at 
Sheeps Head Bay. 

BAY RIDGE DIVISION. 

Steamers “Thomas Collyer’ and “Twillght’’ leave New York 
(N. R.) connecting at Bay Ridge with trains for Manhattan Beach, 
as follows: 

22d Street—g:10, f1o:25, [11:25 A. M.; 12:25, $1:25, $2:25, 3:25, 
$4:25, $5325, 6:25, $7:25, [8:25 P. M. 

Leroy street—9:35, $10: 35,11235 A. M.; 12235, $1235, $2235, 335, 
44:35, 15:35, 6:35 P. M. 

Pier 89:55, frotss, frriss A. M.; 12355, $1255, T2255, 3:55, 
$4:55, $5255, 6255 Pe M. 

The steamer “‘D. R. Martin’ connects with Elevated Railroads 
at Whitehall street, and trains at Bay Ridge for Manhattan Beach 
as follows: 

Leave Whitehall Street $9:25, $10:25, 11:25 A.M.; [12:25, $1:25, 
t2:25, $3:25, $4:25, 35:25, $6:25, $7:25, $8;25, P.M. 

Trains marked thus { do not stop at Sheeps Head Bay. 

RETURNING LEAVE 

Manhattan Beach for Bay Ridge and New York as follows: 

8:10, *10:20, *11:00, *11:20 A. M.; 12:00 M; *12:20, 1:00, *1:20, 
$2:00, *2:20, $3:00, *3:20, 4:00, *4:20, $5:00, *5:20, $6:00, *6:20, 
$7:00, *7:20, $8:00, *8:20, 8:55, *9:20 and 10:25 P. M. 

Trains marked thus * connect with steamer “D, R. MARTIN” 
and do not stop at Sheeps Head Bay. 

Trains marked thus ¢ connecting with North River Boats do 
not stop at Sheeps Head Bay. 

Excursion Tickets good to return to New York over either di- 
vision, but North River and Greenpoint Tickets are not good on 
Elevated Railroads. 

Orders may be left with Dodd’s Express for baggage to and 
from Manhattan Beach. 

GRA CONCERTS EVERY AFTERNOON 
— BY GILMORE’S BAND AND 


ALBANY AND TROY BY DAY BOATS, 


C. VIBBARD and DANIEL DREW, commencing June 2d, leave 
Vestry St., Pier 39, N.R., at 8:35, and 24th St. ato A. M. ey 
Annex boat from BROOKLYN at 8 A. M.). Landing at NY- 
ACK FERRY, WEST POINT, CORNWALL, NEWBURGH, 
POUGHKEEPSIE, RHINEBECK, CATSKILL, and HUD- 
SON. Passengers landing at WEST POINT, CORNWALL, or 
NEWBURGH can return by down boat. Tickets sold and bag- 
gage checked north and west. Tickets or coupons good on Hud- 
son River R. R. received for passage. 


MADISON SQUARE GARDEN, 


(LATE GILMORE’S.) 


Great Success of this Splendid Summer Resort. 
FLOWERS AND FO UNTAINS, 


CHANGE OF PROGRAMME NIGHTLY. 
Sig. Liberati and the Grand Band. 


H. B. DODWORTH.......- 2002 ecesseenee cone eres oe Director 
POPULAR MUSIC NIGHTLY. 
ADMISSION 25 CENTS. 











TO HOUSEKEEPERS. 








COWPERTHWAIT & CO. 


153, 155 & 157 CHATHAM ST., 
To Make Room for a further Enlargement, will sell 
for two weeks, at BUYERS’ OWN PRICES, 


PARLOR SUITS. CHAMBER SUITS, 


ET C.,, 
apr ¢€ 8 EcCeP Ee’ a 


Extending over the year, or 5 per cent. off for CASH. 


Parlor Salts. .....-....0.¢ ......-$20 and upward 
Chamber Suits......... eens ...-$12 and upward 
Walnut Bedsteads........... ..... $5 and upward 
Walnut Bureaus................. $5 and upward 
Walnut Wardrobes............... $7 and upward 
Walnut Book Cases...... re $10 and upward 
Walnut Sideboards..... An? oe ...$20 and upward 


Walnut Sofas....................$10 and upward 
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Walnut Easy Chairs...........-... $5 and upward 
Walnut Fancy Camp Chairs.......$2 and upward 
Walnut Lounges................-.$4 and upward 
Walnut Extension Tables..........$5 and upward 
Walnut Dining Tables......... -...83 and upward 
Stoves and Ranges................$4 and upward 
Refrigerators. ............eeee+....$4 and upward 
Children’s Carriages..............$5 and upward 


AN IMMENSE STOCK OF 


CARPETS, OIL-CLOTHS, Etc. 





Patents, Trade Marks 


are promptly secured by the Patent Office of 


PAUL GOEPEL, 


Staats-Zeitung Building, Tryon Row, New York. 


ADVICE AND PAMPHLET FREE. 
Goepel’s Classified Trademark-Record open to free in- 
spection. 
Publisher of ‘DER TECHNIKER,” a semi-monthly Journal, 
in the German Language, devoted to the progress of Science, In- 


vention and the Trades. Terms of Subscription: $1.40 per year, 
in Advance, including Postage. Sample copies free. 


MATHESIUS & FREY, 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


CABINET 


FURNITURE 


Upholstery, Decorations, <c., 
at Prices to suit the times. Every Article guaranteed. 
No. 1567 & 1569 Broadway, cor. 47th St, N. Y. 


HAMANN & KOCH, 


Red No. 9 Maiden Lane, 
IMPORTERS OF 


FRENCH CLOCKS AND BRONZES, 


DEALERS IN AMERICAN AND SWISS WATCHES, 
DIAMONDS AND FINE JEWELRY. 
Look for No. 9, nearest Broadway. 

















KEPPICH sce 


ROYAL HAV NA: 


TICKET OFFICE. 102 NASSAU St NY 


Next Havana takes July 11th, 
821 Fone, ecountiag to" 6,000 
Tickets, $40. Halves, $20. Quarters, $10. Fifths, $8. 


Tenths, $4. Twentieths, $2. Fortieths, $1. 
Special Rates to Clubs and Agents on application. 
KENTUCKY STATE LOTTERY, ‘WING JULY 1éth. 
Capital, $14,000. Whole tickets, $1. 
Dee SAN ene TATE ER! §50,000. 
Tickets, $2. Halves, $1. 
ALL GERMAN STATE LOTTERIES. 
aga In writing orders or for information please state 
that you saw this in the English “‘Puck.” . 
































“PIPER-HEIDSIECK.” We guarantee this medium 
dry wine to be superior in quality to any other CHAMPAGNE 
without eg} to cost. 

PIPER “SEC” is more adapted to the German and Eng- 
lish taste; is without bitterness and acidity, and dryer than 
any aes imported. It leaves the most delicious after-taste on 
tne pala’ 

Sous AcEnTs IN THE UNITED STATES AND CANADA, 


JOHN OSBORN, SON & CO., 


Founpep 1n 1836. 


45 Beaver Street, N. Y- 
And 44 8t. Sacrament Street, Toxtreat. 
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